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Enter King Richard , Iohn of 
Gaunt, with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 
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King Richard. 

! Ldclekxof Gaunt-, timehonoured Lancafter, 
1 Haft thou according to thy oth and band, 

! Brou gilt hit he? Henry Her for A thy bold Ton , 
Here to makegood the boiftrous late appeal 
j Which then our leiftire woldilet lcfv^-hetei 
Again ft theDukeof Norfolke, Tbo\ Mow, 
Gaunt, I haue my Liege. 

King. T ell me moreouer, haft thou foundedftitti 
I f he appeale the Duke on ancicnt'malicev 
Or worthily, as a good fubiedblbould, 

On fomekfiowneground oftreacherie-in him ? 

Gaunt. As neare as I could lift him on that argument, 
On fomeapparant danger feenc in him, 

Aimde at your Highneilc; no inucterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our prefence face toface, 
Andfrowning brow to brow our felues will hcare 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpeake .• 

Hie ftomackt are they both, and full of ire, 

In rage, deafe asthcfea,haftieas Ere. 

Enter Hullingbroke^ and Mm-bray. 



Hulling. Many yearcsofhappie'daies befall 
• f My gracious Soueraignc, my moft louing Liege, 

A z 



Mow. 





sassages 



Mm. Each day ftill better others happinclTe, 
Vntill the Heauensenuying Earths good happ*» 
Adde in immortall title to your Crowne, 

. King, We thanke you both ; yet one but flatters rs > 
As well appeareth by the caufe you come; 

Namely, to appeale each other of high treafon. 
Coofin of Hereford, what doft thou obieft 



•-V -- -T 



Bui. Fir ft (heatien be the record to my fpfcech j 
In the dcuotion of a Subiedls loue, 

Tendring the precious fafetyof my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appeallantto'this Princely prefence. 
Now.Thomas Mowbray, do I turne ro thee 5 
And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake# 

My body (lull make good vpon this earth* 

Or my diuine foule anlwerc it in heauen. 

Thou art aTraitour,and a miferean.t j. 

Too good to be fo, and top bad to Hue ; 

§ince the more faire and chriflail is the skie. 

The vglier feeme the cteuds that in it flie. 

Once more, the more to agraiiate the note, 

With a foule traitors name ftufte I thy. throate. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraignc) ere I. tuque, 

What my tong /peaks, my right drawnefword may prout» 
Mm, Let not my cold words here accufe my zealc, 

T is not the tria.ll of a, womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine : 

The blood ishot that muft.becoold for this. 

Yet can I not of inch tame patience boaft,- 
As to be hufht and nought. at all to fay. 

Fir ft thefairercuerence of your highneiTe curbsme, 
From giuing reynes and fpurs to my free fpeecl), 

Which clfe vyould poftvritili.it had returnd 

Thefe tcarmes ©f treafon doubled downe his throat; 

Settingafidehishighbloodsrbyalty: 

And lethlrn be nokjnfmantomy, Liege*. .... 



.T **~m*'V uJLlL* 

WhSomatw.te,I«oulddlo»himods, . 

|K£ch m,*ereItidatoJu"neafcoce,. 

[,en to the f rozen ridges of the AlpeS) 

du“ftf«h«foot 5 . 

•Declaiming here the kindred ofakmg. 

And lay aftde my htgh bloods royaftiej _ 

Which feare,not reuerence makes thee to «^ept. 

If suihic dread haue leftthce fo much ftrengtb. 

As to take vpminehonorspawne, then ftoope : 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthood ellc, 

Will I makegood againft theearmetoarme, 

What I haue fpoke, or what thou canft deuilc. 

Mm. Itakeitvp,and by that Sword loweare. 

Which gently.laid my Knighthood on my mould*;, 
Ileanfweretheein any faire degree: 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly triaw. ^ 

And when I mount aliuc, aliue may Inot nghc* 

' Iflbetraitour.orvniuftlyfight. . 

; King. What doth our Coofin lay to Mowbrates charge 
It muft be greatthat can inherit vs, 

So much as of a thought of ill in hirrc.- 
Bul. Looke what 1 laid, my life fhali pr'obueit true, 

That Mowbray hath receiud eight thoufand Nobles, 

In name of lendings, for your Highnetfe Souldiours : 
Thewhich he hath detaindfor leawd imployments? . 
j Like afalfeTraitour-and injurious Villaine, 

Befides I fay, and will in battaile prooue, 

Or hecre, or elfe where, to the fur theft Vierge 
•'•That eUer wasfurueyed byEnglifn.eye, 

That all the treafons for thefe Eighfceeneyeares>. 

•- Complotted and contriued in this Land, 

L fetcht from falfe Mowbray, their ftrft head and fpring 

A } " ' Furtk? 










the lonourable Father to my <foe. 

Once did I lay an ambuih foryout ktky y 
.LfpalTethat doth vexemy gfieued foule, 
. , 1 1-1 A rereiu'd the S&craiwnt* 



XT- , • , y> further widmaintaine, 

Vpon his bad life to make.all this good. 

That he d id plottc the Datkeof Glofters death, 

6uggeft his loonebelectiingaduer/anes, ’ 

Which blo^KteacrifiBi^SSSriB, 

Lucn from the tongualeilh Canems nf *h„ Tbsismy taultj astorthewit appeaia, 

To me for lattice. BjSj S3gr! < l* '**> ? t ”v ue ,fro ro thcr»*««of» ' 

Andij-tliegloriousworthoCmydilccn,,'' 

This arme (hall doit, .or this life be (pent. 

Km S* How hig^vapiteh bi&xofolutiionfoarcs' 
i homasioh Norfolkc, wliarfayil tliou co this; * 



^recreant *3 

Wiich in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

A»d entcrchangeafety hurlcdowne the gage, 

,y 30 n this ouetw^mmgTtditOrs fobte, 1 : : 

T ill I haue tqld.this (launder of hie fclSlt- Ia haft *****£’■ mo fi hat^ilylpay 



Till I hauetqRtliis (launder of his blond h haft whereof, moft hardly Iptdy 

Werehe mv Brnt ^ andearK ; Ietspvrgethischokrwithout kttmgbloud, 
AsTeiiZSSfli W.mrWthpicfcHei.ft This we prefcribc, though no Phifition .* 

Decpe nidice makes toodeepe ineffion.- 
Jorget, forgiue-, conclude, ahdhe agreed. 

Our Debtors lay, this is no month tobleed:. 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne-, 

Weele calme the Duke of you your Ibnnfc. 

Gaunt. To be a makepeace, fhallbccbme my age; 



Now by Sceptersawe Intake avow. 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facred blood 
Should nothing priiiiledge him, nor partializc 
1 he vnftooping firmenelleofmy vpright-(buk ; 
Heis.ourfubie<T Mowbray, fo art thou, 
Freefpcech and fearelellel to thee allow'. 

CMtrn. Then Bttllitigbrco^ aslow as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe pallage of thy throat thouliefl: 
Thrceparts ofthat reeeipt I had for Callice, 
Disburft J tohis higbneilc Souldiers 5 
The other part referu'd I, byconfenr, 

For that my SoueraigneTiege-was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account. 

Since lad I went- to .Frvrwr? to fetch bis Queenc: 
Now (wallow doune that lie. For Glocelters death ! 
i flew him not, But tomineownedilgracc 
Neglefted my (worne duty in that cafe : 

For you my noble Lord of Lailcafier, 



S King. And Norfolke, thfowdowhe his. 

gaunt. When Hame, wheat obediencebids, 

Obedience bids I (botild not bid agaiiie. 

King. Norfoike, throw doWne we bid, there is no boot$. 
Mow. My lelfe I throw (dread (bderaigtfe ) at thy foote 
My lifethou lhaltcoriimaundibut nbtniy fliadie: 

The one my dutfe owes ; but fny faire name, 

T)efpightof death that liues vpon my graue, 

To darke Difhonorsvfe,thou (halt not haue : 
lam difgraft, impcacht, : and baffuld hcere y 
Pierft to the fouk with (launders venomdfpeafe,' 

The which no balmc can cure, but his heart blood ' 

? • ' Whici 





Which breathd this poyfon. 

King. Rage mud be withftood : 

Giue me hisga£c } Lions make Leopards tame 

Mcwb. ^buwcha^bis/^t^e^^ 
And I refigne my gage, my deare deare Lord ' . 

The pureft treasure mortall times aiFoord, 

Is fpotleife reputation, that avyay } 

Men are but guildpd loame, and painted Clay • 

A Jewell in a tennetimes bard vp Cheft, 

Is abold Spirit in a loyaft Bread. 

Mine Honour is my life, bQtk.grc>\y m qoc» j 

Take honour from me, andmy JUfc is done. 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let me trv * I 
In that I-iiue, and for that will l die. 

fj- o ?°5 n ; r hr T vp / 0 f, 8a8e; d °y mht §>»• 




" wv/ * *■ 1 * 1 ' J vui-dardc daftard > Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo baee a parlcc, my teeth fliall teare 

The flauiffi motiuc of recanting feare, 

And /pit it bleeding in his highdifgrace, 

Where ihamedoth harbour, cucn hi Mo wb raics face. 

e were not borne to /ue, but to copiniandj 
Whifmbnce we cannot doe, to makeyou friends, 

Be ready (as your. lifefliall anfwerc it) 

At C ouentrie vponSain t Lamhards day : 

There fhallyour Swords and Launces arbitrate 
j^eiwclling dijffcrcnce ofyour fetled hate * 

Since wecannpt atVone ypu,youihail fee 
Iuftice defigne the Victors chiualric. 

Lord Marihall, command ®ur Officers at Annes, 

Be readie to dired thefe home all armes. $0 

* * . ? A, - t \ ’ L/v; * r ' C * • * I r •• 1 - *• 

Enter Iohnaf^stttnt., vtith the D,Htche{[e of Glocefer, 
<?amt. Alasythepartlhad in Woodftocks blood, 

Dotli mo«e folicite me, then your exclaims 

/few 



To ftirre again ft the Butchers of his life. 

But fince corredion iyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corred. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen j 
Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dntchejfe , Finds Brotherhood in thee no (harper fpur ? 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of hisfacred blood, 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one rootc : 

Some of thofefeauen arc dryed by Naturescourfc j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefter , 

One Violl full of Edwards i acred blood, 

One flourifhing Branch of his moftRoyall rootc 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxe. 

Ah Gaunt., his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 
That mettall, that felfe mould that faihioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft.and breathed, 
Y e>artr thou llaine in him, } thou doft confent 
IfiV e large nieafure to thy Fathers death, 

Intiiatthoii feed thy wretched Brother die, 

V vbo was the modell of thy Fathers life : 
a '+ not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

‘‘•(ring thus thy Brother to beilaugbtredj 
eft the naked path-way to thy life, 

..erne Murder how to butcher thee: 
nat which in meanemen we intitle Patience, 

« P*le cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

all Jfay ? to fafegard thine ownc life, 
ay is, to vengc my Gloceflers death. 

Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 

meannoyntcd in his fight, 

'Ufd his death 5 the which if wrongfully, 
eauen reuenge, forlmay neuer lift 
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The T ragedie of 

An angrie arme againft his minifter. 

Dut. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe? 
(jaunt. T o God, the W idowes Champion and defence, 
Bute. Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeftto Couentrie, there to behold 
Our Coofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords vSpeare, 

That itmay enter Butcher Mowbrayes breaft. 

Orif misfortune miflethe firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies linnes fo heauie in his bofome. 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlongin the lifts, 

A Caytiffc recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt , thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefemuft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me, 

Dutch. Yet one word more; grief e boundeth where it fab 
Not with the emptie hoUowneife, but weight ; 

1 take my leaue before I hauebegunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorke; 

Loe this is all j nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly got 

1 fhall remember more : Bidd him ; ah wh 
With all good fpeed atPlafliie vifite me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there 
But emptieLodgings and vnfurnifhtwalles, 
Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones ; 

And what heare there for welcome, but my gre 
Therefore commend roe, let him not come there 
Tofeeke outforrow, that dwels euery where ; 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping ey 

Enter the Lord Marfhall and the Duke Auwst 
Mar. My Lord <tAumerle , is Harry Herfor;' a 
•Mumrle, Y ea at all points, and longs to enter > 
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_ May , The Duke of Norfolke fprightfully and bold, 
Staies but thefummons of the appellants trumpet, 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard, and ttay 
For nothing but his Mateftics approach. 

The trumpets found, and the King enters with his Nobles J when 
they are fet, enter the Duke of Norfolke in armes defendant. 
King. Marfhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuallhecre m armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

, Mar. In Gods name and the Kings, fay who thou art, 
Knd why thou coromeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 
Againft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake traely on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath. 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke. 
Who hither comeingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a Knight Ihould violate) 

Both, to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding illtje, 

Againft the Duke of Herford thatappealesmee. 

And by the grace of God,and this mine arme, 

T o proouc him in defending of my fdfe, 

ATraytor to my God, my King, and mee: 

And as 1 truly fight, defend me heauen. 

The Trumpets found, enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofe him in theitiftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& wherfore comft thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall lifts ? 

Againft whom comeft thou ? and what’s thy quarrellj 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen, 

B z But. 








Bui. Harry of Her ford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Am I, who readie hearc do Hand in Armes, 

Toprooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he is a Tray tor foule and dangerous, 

To God of Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar, On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Marfhall and filch officers 
Appointed to direct theft faire defignes. 

'Bui. Lord Marfhall, let me kifte my Soueraigncs fean, 
And bow my knee beforehis Maicftie, 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

T hatvow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our Fcuerall friends. 

Mar, The appellant in all dutie greets your htghnelL, 
And craues to kifft your hand and take his leaue. 

King, ,We wilidefcend andfoldehim in our armes, 
Goofin of Herford, as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 

Farewell my blood, which if to daythou fhead. 

Lament we may, bur not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
Forme, ifl be gorgdewith Mowbra/ejfpe&ret 
As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft abird, do I with Mowbray 6 ght. . 

My louing Lord I take my leaue ofyou s 
Of you (my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerle, 

Not (ickc, although I haue to do with death, 

Butluftie, yong, andcheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englilh fcafts fo I regreet 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fiveet. 

Oh thou the earthly Author of nay blood, 
Wbofeyouthfullfpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

T p reach a vi&orie abouc my head. 
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Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy bleflings fteele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate. 

And furbilh new the name of Iohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftie hauiour of his Sonne. 

’ Qtmnt. Go&, in thy good cauft make thee profperous, 
Befwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Falllike amazing thunder on thecaske 
Ofthyaduerle pernitious eneraic, 

Rowfevp thy youth full blood, be valiantandliue. 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

Mow. How euer Godor fortune caft mylottc. 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

Aloyall, iu ft, and vprigHt Gentleman : 

Neuer did.captiye with a freer heart 

•Caft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my daunting foule doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my co mpanion Peeresj 
Take from my youth the wifh of happy y eares. 

As gentle and as iocond as to ieft, 

Go I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 
j King. Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I efpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triaU Marfhall, and beginne. 

Mar. Harrie of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbfe, f 
Receiue thy Launce, and God defend tby right. 

Bui, Strong as aTowerinhopeIcry,Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this launce to Thomas D. otNorfolket 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Stands heere, for God, his Soueraigne, and himftlfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

Toproue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A T ray tor to his God, hisICing, and him. 

And dares him to ftt forwards to the fi ght. 

Her, Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. o f Norfolke, 

’On 












Which 1 with fome vnwillingrfeflTe pronounce. 

The flie flow howres (hall not determinate 
The datelelfe limit ofthy deare exile 5 * 

, Tire hopelelfe word of neuer to returne. 

Breath 1 again ft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Ms- 0 . A lieauie fentence, ray moft foueraigneLieg* 



On paine to'be foiitid falfe and recreant, 

Bothto defend himfelfc, and to approue 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soueraigne,and to him difloyall, 

Com agiou fly, and with a free defire. 

Attending but thefignall to begin, r r 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants- Andallvnlookt for from your highnefie mouth 
Stay,theKinghaththrownehiswarderdowne, 1 ' A dearer merit, not fodeepe a mayme. 

Km, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Spurs As to be caft foorth in the common ayre. 

And both returne backe to their Chaires againe: Haue 1 deferued at your Highnefie hands. 

WithdrawwifhVsjandlettheTrumpetsfound, Thelanguage Ihaue learnd thefe fortie yeares. 

While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree. My natiue Englifti now I mu ft f orgoe, 

Drawncereandlift. And now my tongues vfe 1S to me no more 

What with our Counfell we haue done. Than an vnftrmged violl or a ^arpe, 

For that our kingdomes earth fhouldnot be foyld Or like acunnmginftrumentca e vp. 

With that deare blood which it hath beenefoftcredj Or being open, put into us lan s 

v viuiui^ * _ f That knowes no touch to tune the harmome.' 

With riual-hating bnuic fet 6n yo , j too 0 id to fawne vppon a Nurfe, 

To wakeour peace, which in cur Countries cradle Tq ^ jQ yeares to be " p upi U now, 

Drawes the fweet infant breath of gentle fleepc, Wlut 1S thy fcntencebutfpeachlelle death 5 
Which fo rouzd vp with boy ftrous vntundedrumme:i yyhjch robbes my tongue from breathing natiuebreathS 
With harfli refounding trumpets dreadfull bray. King , It bootes thee notto be compaflionatc, 

After our fentence, playning comes too late. 

. Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light,. 
To dwell in folemne fhades of endlelfe night. 

King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee. 

Lay on our Royall Sword your banifht hands. 

Sweare by thedutiethaty’owe to God, 



And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron afmes. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, 

And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood: 

Therefore we banifh you our territories. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon paine of life. 

Till twice fi ue Summers haue enricht our field, 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, 

But treadtheftrangerpathes of banifliment. 

Bui. Your will be done*, this mu ft my comfort c. You neuer flnll,fo helpe you truth and God, 
That Sun that warmes you hecre, fhall fhine onn ie ) Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 

And thofe his golden beamesvnto you heere lent, Norncuerlooke vpon each others face, . 
Shall point on me, and guild my banifliment. Nor neuer write} regreete, nor reconcile 

King. Norfolke, for thee remaines a hcauier doo ■ v - . 



(Our part therein we banifh with your felues) 
'To keepe the oath that we admmifter; 
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thefugedteo) 

This louing teanpeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofemeetc. 

To plotte,contriue,or complot any lil, 

Gain ft vs, our date, our fubieds,or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

CWow. And I , to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,ib fare as to mine enemie : 

By this time,had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foulcs had wandred in the ayrc, 

Baniiht thisfrailc Sepulchre of our fleili. 

As now our fleili is baniiht from this land. 

Confeife thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou had farrc to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Mw. No Bullingbrooke, if euer I were Tray tour, 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life. 

And I from Heauen baniiht, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and*I, do know, 

And all too foone (l feare) the King ihall rev. « 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I dray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. Vncle,euen in the glades of thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart ; thy fad afped 
Hath from the number of his baniiht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcome home from baniihment. 

Bui How long a time lies in one little word ? 

Four daggingWmters,and foure wanton Springs, 
End inone word • fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. Ithanke my Liege, that in regard of mee, 
He ihortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile j 
But little vantage ihall I reape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that be hath toipend 
Can change their moones,and bringtheir times about, 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewaftcd light 
Shall be extind with age and cndleife night : 

My inch of taper will be burntanddofle, 

/And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonnc« ^ 
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Km. Why Vncklc, thou had many yeares toliue. 

Gaunt, But not a minute (King; that thou cand giuc: 
Shorten my daies thou cand with fullen forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou cand belpeTimeto furrow me withage, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him tor my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy Sonne is baniiht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, aparty,verdidgaue, 

Why at our Ju Aicefeemft thou then to lowre ? 

Things fweet to tad, prooue in digedion fowr*. 
You vrge #ne as a lodge, but I had rather 
You would hauc bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a dranger, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would hauc been more mildc : 

A partiallilaunder fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life dedroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you fliould fay, 

I was too Arid to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againd my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares vve baniih him, and he ihall go. 

Au. Coofin farewell 5 what prefence mud not know 
From whereyou doeremaine,let Paper fliow . 

<J\Ur. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe dofl thou hoard thy words 
Thatthou returned no greeting to thy friends l 

BhI. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office fliould be prodigall, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt, Thy griefc is but thy abfcncc for a time. 

BhI. I oy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 

Bui, To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 

Gaunt, Call it a trauailc that thou takd for plcafurc. 

C . 'B ui. 









'Bui, My hcartwill fighwhen Imifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage* 

Cjaunt, The fullen pailage yf thy weariefteps 
Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fet, 
Thepreciouslcwell of thy home returne. 

Bui. Nay rather query tedious ftride I make, 

Will butremember me what deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels that I loue* 

Mull: 1 not ferue a long apprentifhood 
To forren palfagesjand in the end* 

Hauing my frecdome,boall pf nothing elfe. 

But that I was a loumey-man to griefe? 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauenvifites. 

Are to a wife man ports and happy kauens. 

T each thy neceffitie to reafon thus.. 

There is no v.ertue likeneceflitie : 

Thinke not the King did banilli thee 
Eut thou the King, who doth the hcauierfir, 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay I fent thee foorth to purchafe honour,. 

And not the King exilde thee $ or fuppofc 
Deuouringpeftilence hangs in our aire, 

And thou art flying to a f reflier clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thongoeft, not whence thou corned t 
Suppofe the finging birdsMufmons, 

The gralfe whereon thou tr eadft, the pretence ftrowde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy ileps, no more 
Then a delightfull meafiire,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hathlelfe power to bite 
The man thatmockes at itand fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold after in his hand, 

By thinking on thefrofty Caucafus / 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofa feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking onfantafttekfummers heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfipn of the good 



Giue* 



Giuebut the greater feeling to the worfe { 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuerrancle more 

Then when it bites, but lanchethnotthefoare* 0 ’ , tt 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne. He bring thee on thy way 
Had 1 thy youth and caufe, I would nor flay. 

BmU Then Englands ground farewell, fweetfoileadiew, 
MyMotherandmyNurfethatbearesraeyetf ‘ 

Whcrecre I wander, boaft of this lean, , 

Though banilhtyet a trueborne Englifhman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King with Bujhie, &c.at one done y and the 
Lord Aumer/e at the other. 

King . Wee did obferue, Coofin Hamerle, 

How farre broughtyou highHcrford on his way? 

Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were ftted ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeall winde. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, andfo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King. What laid your Coofin when you parted with him 
Ah. Farewell, & for my heartdifdained that my tongue 
fhould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 

T o counterfaite opprefsion of fuch gfiefe, 

■ That words feemd buriedin my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yeeres to his fhort banifliment. 

He fhould haue hada volume of farewels :■ 

But fince it would nor, he had none of me. « 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt. 

When time fliallcall him home from banifliment, 
Whctherourkinfinancome tofeehisfriends* - ;l - 

OurfelfeandBufhic, 

Obferued fiis courtfliip to thecommon people, 1 J - 

How he did feeme to diueinto their hearts, ; r ‘ J - s '■ ’ 
With humble and familiar curtefies, .n n " 

Witfireuerence he did throw away on llaues, 
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Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of (miles. 

And patientvnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to baniih their attests with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

Abrace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute pf his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrcy-men, my louing friends, 

As were our England in rcueriion his, 

And he our fubieds next degree in hope. 

Greene. W ell, he is gone,& with him go thefc thought!, 
Now for tfie Rebels which Hand out in 1 rcland, 
Expedient manijagemuft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meancs 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe loire. 

King, Wewillourfeife in perlon to this Warrc, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
Andliberalllarges,are grownelomewhat light - f 
Wee are inforft to farme our Roy all Realme, 

The reuenue whereof ihall furniih vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come'ihort. 

Our fubftitutes at home ihall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they ihall know what men are rich, 
They ihall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter "Bujhie with newest 

Bujh, Old Iohn of Gaunt is gricuous ficke, iny Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port haft 
To intreate your Maieftieto vilite him. 

King. Where lies he i 

Bujk' Atitytfhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mini 
T o helpe him to hi* grauc immediately : 

Thelyning ofhis Coffers iliall make coates, 

T o deckc our Souldicrs for thefe Irijh Warrcs, 

Come Gentlemen, lets all' goe vifitehim, 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late t 
Amen, Exeunt* 



Enter John of Gaunt ficke , with the Duke of Yorke, &c. 

Gaunt. Will the King come, thatl may breath my latt, 

In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth i 
Torke.Vex not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For ail in vaine comes counfell to his earc. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Jnforce attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where wordes are fcarce, they are fieldome fpent in vaiae. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine* 

Fie that no more mu ft fay, isliftenedmore 

Then they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 

More are mens ends markt,then their liues before : 

The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As thelaft tail of fweetes is fwceteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long part.. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not hearc, 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds,. 

As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaicsliften* 

Report of faflvions in proud 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apiih nation 

Limps after in bafe imitation* 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitic. 

So it be new, there’s no refped how vile, 

That is not quickly buzd into-his eares } 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutinie with Wittes regard. 

Dired not him whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath thou wiltlooie; 

Gaunt, Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird, 
e And thus expiring, doe foretell of him y 
l His rafh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft: 

For violent fires foonc burne out themfelues, 

Small (bowers laft long, but fodaine ftormes are fhorts 
He tires betimes, that (purs too faft betimes* 

C 3 With 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 
Light Vanitie,infatiate cormorant, 
Confuniingmeanesfoone prayes vponitfelfej 
This Royallthrone of Kings, this Sceptred lie, 
This earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden, demieParadice,^ 

This Foret relfe built by Nature for herfelfc, 
Againft infection, and the hand of Warre 5 
This happy breed of Men, this little World, 
This precious Stone fet in the Siluer Sea, 
Which ferueues it in the office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie oflefte happier lands : 



£ am t. O how that name befits my compofition> 

Old Gaunt indeed, and: gaunt in being old $ 

Within me griefe hath kept a tedious faff, 

And who abftaines from meate,that is not gaunt ? 

For flecping England, longtime hauc I watchtj 
Watching breedes,lcaneneire,leanenefle is all gaunt-. 
The pleafurethatfome Fathers feedevppon, 

Ismy ftricktfaft, 1 meanemy Childrens lookes, 

And therein, faffing haft thou madcmcgaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones. 

1 Km- Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes fporttomockeitfelfe. 



This blefled plotte, this Earth, this Realme, this England, gj nce t hou doftieeke to kill my name in me, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyallKings, * 

Feard by their breed,andfamous by their birth, 

Renovvned in-their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruice and true chiualrie. 

As is the Sepulchrein ftubborne iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome, bleifed Maries fonne : 

This Land offuchdeare foules,this deare deafeland j 
Deare for herreputationthroughtheworld. 

Is now leaced out (I die pronouncing it,) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, 



O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

\ King. Shoulddying men flatter thofe that hue l 
Gaunt. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die. 
King. Thou now a dyingfayft, thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dielf, though Ithc ficker be. 
King. I am in health, I breath, I feethee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me, knowes Ifee thee ill? • 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed isno lelter then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation fteke, 

And thou too careleiTe patient as thou art. 



Whoferockie Ihoarebeatesbacke the enuious liege Commitftthy annoynted body to the cure 



Of thofe Phifitions that firft wounded thee i 
A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, ! 

Whofe compalfe isno bigger then thy head-,. 

And yet inraged in fo fmall a verge, 

The vvafte is no whitlefler then thy Land ; 

^Dh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, 

Yorke, The K ing iscome, deale mildly with his youth) Seene how liis Sonnes tonne -fiould deftroy his fonnes, 

For young hot Colts beingirag’de, do rage the more, From faorth thy reach he would hauelay dthy fhatne, 

® 0 0 Depofmg thee beforethou wert pofleft, 

Enter the King and gueene, & Ci Which art poileft now to depofe :thy felfe. 

Queene. How fares our noble VncleLancafter \ Why Coofin wert thou regent ofthe\vorld s 

King. WhatcomfQrtmaai how ill with agedC?^' ^ wetcaihameto et this Lap. yLeafc* 

' 0 GM- Boer 



Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fharne, 
With Inkie blottes* and rotten Parchment bonds# 
That England that was wont toconquer others 
Hath made a Ihanxefull conqueft.of it felfe; 

Ah would the fcandall v.anifhtwith my life. 

How happy then were my enfuihg deaths 
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But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then ihamc to fliame it Co ? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King 
Thy ftatcoflaw is bond-llaue to the law. 

And thou. 

King. Ah lunatick lcane^witted foolc. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our chceke, chafing the Royall blood 

With furie from his natiuc refidence. 

Now by my Scatcs right Royall maieftie 
W ert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreverent fhoulders. 

Gaunt. Ohfparemcnot my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his Father EdwardsConne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother g beefier, plaine well meaning foule, 
Whomfaire befall in heauen mongft happy foules, 
May be a prefident and witne fte good, 

T hat thou refped’ft not C'ptMmgEdtvards blood. 
Iovne with the prefent fickaetfe that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnesbc like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower. 

Fine in thy fliame, but die not fliame with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my grauc, 

Louc they toliue, thatlouc and honour haue. 

Exit, 

King. And let them d ie, that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

T°rke, I do beleech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward iicklinetfe and age in him : 

Heloues you on my 1 ife 3 and holdsyou deere, 

As Harry'Dukz of Herford, werehehecre. 

Right, you faytrue 5 as Retford floutfo his* 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 









» 



** . My Liege, old coramendi 

Km. Whatfayeshee? (M 

North. Nothing, aUisfayd} 

His tongue is now a ftrmglellc inftrument. 

Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 

Yorks* Be York* the next that muft be banckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorer it ends a mortaU wo. 

King . The ripeft Fruitc firft falles and fo doth he* 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muftbe : 

So much for that. Now for our Injl » Warres : 
Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-hcaded kernes. 
Which liuelike venome, where.no venome elic 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to hue. 

And for thefe great affayres do askefome charge, 
Towards our afsiftance we do feaze to vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuenewcs, and nioueables 
Whereofour VncklcGVw*#* did Rand pollen. 

Yorke. How long ftiall I be patient ? Ah how long 

Shall tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Glocefters death, nor Herfords banilhment. 
Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my owiie difgrace, ; 

Haue euer made me fower my patient checke, 

Or bendonewrinckleon my Soueraignes face # 

I am the laft of the noble Ewards Sonnes, * 

Ofwhom thy Father PrinceofWales was firft. 

In Wade, w-asi ne.ueriLion rage more fierce 
In Peace, was neucr gentle Larnbe more milde 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman! 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 
Accompkflitwith a number of thy houres 5 
Butwhen he frowned, it wasagainft the French, ^ 

Ana notagainfthis Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winnewhat he didfpend,and fpent not that 
Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne : 

His hands wereguiltie of no kindred blood, 
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Oh Richard ! Ter kg is too farre gone with griefe. 

Or elfe he ncuer would compare betweene. 1 

King . Why V nclc, whats the matter? 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

If not, I pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withall : 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your -hands, 

The royalties and rights of banifh t Hanford! 

Is not (?<?«#rdead ? and doth not Herford iiue ? 

Was no t Gaunt iuft? andis not Harrytrue ? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 

Is not his hey re a well dcferuiiig ibnne# : 

Take Herford fright away, and takefrom time, 

His Charters and his cuftomarierightSj 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequcnce, and fucceffion } 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that be hath 
By his attournies generall to fue 
His liuery,and deny his offered homage, 

Y ou plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 
Youloofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts, 
Which honour and allegeance cannot thinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into ourhands> 
His plate, his goods, his money and hisLand, b x> i* j 
Torke. lie not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereofithcr’s none can tell: V 

But by bad courfes may be vnder flood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. 

King , Go Bufhie, to theEarle of Wiltfliire ftraiglft, 

Bid him repayreto vstoity<?houfe, ;/r ; 1 ‘ 1 • 

Tofee this bufinefre: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow j 
And wee create inabfence of our felfe. 

Our V nckle Yorke,Lord Gouernour of England j- 
Porheisiuft,andaiwakslouedvswell: ;//vboo!-' ! a 

Coi® , 
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Comeon ourQueene,to roprrow mufl we pwt> 

?e merry, for out time of flay is fliort. 

Exeunt King and gueene. Manet North. 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcr is dead. 

Rojfe, And liuingtoo, for now his fonne is Duke, 
miloHoh, Barely in title, nqtin reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. . 

Rojfe. My heart is great, but it muft breake with filence, 
Er’t be disburdened with a libcrall tongue. 

North. Nay fpeak thy. mind. Sc let him nere fpeak more. 
That fpeakes thy wordsagaine, to do thee harme. _ 
milottgh. T end’s that thou wouldft fpeake, to. the D . or 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, (Herford? 

Quickeismineeareto heareof good towards him. 

Rojfe, No good at all, that I can doefor him: 

Vnleife you call it good, to pittyliim. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is iliame fuch wrongs arehpWW 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Ofnoble bloodin.this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe, 

Meerely in hate again (l any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute 

Againft vs, our liues, our children, and our heires* 

Rojfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite Iqu their hearts. 

Willough. And dayly new exactions are deuifd. 

As Blancks, Beneuolences, and I wot not what. 

North. Butwhat a Gods name doth become of this? 
Wiilo. Warres hath not Wafted it-, for Warr'd he hath not. 
But bafely yeflded vpon compromife, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes 1 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

“Rojfe. The Earle of Wiltfliire hath the Realmein farsne. 
WU The King’s growae banckrout like a broken man. 

D * Notth. 
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_____ The Tractate sy ' ■ — 

North. Reproach arid defcdutioirharigeth ouerfiim, • But if 1 ‘ : 
Roffe. He hath not Money for thefe Iri(b Wanes, Stay, and befecret, and myiettewll p. 

Hisburthenous taxations notwithftanding, f *#. To horfe,to horfe 

But by the robbing of the banillit Duke. mllo. Holdoutmyhorre^ndlwiUfirftbetba-e.^ 

North. His noble kinfman mod degenerate King * 4 , - - D „■ ' 

But Lords, weheare this fearefull tempeft fing, Enter the^eemS ufhte, , 

Yetleeke no Ihelferto auoyde the ftorme. ; 

WefcctheWinde fit forevponour Sailes, . Yqu promift when you P arte ^^ ll ^ c K g ’ 

And yet we ftrike not, butfecurely perifh. To lay ahde ! 

Rojfe. We fecthe very Wracke that we muftfuffer, And entertame a cheerefulidiipohuon. _ . 

Andvnauoyded is the danger now, Topieafe theKmgl d^, topleafemy.fdfe 

For fuffermefo the caufes oi our wracke. v.ll cannot doo-itj yet I know no cau 

North fjot lo, euen through the hollow eies of death, Why”! fliould [welcome fuch ague! as ne€ > 

I SfSinL but 1 dare not fay, ’ Sauc bidding farewell to fofweete a gueft, 

How neerethe tidings of our comfort is. As my lweete Richard ; yet agame me thinks 

ISay let vs ftiare thjr thoughts, as thou doftoun 

- With nothing trembles, at fome thing it grieucs. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujb. Each fubftance of a griefe hath twenty fhadowee 
Which Ihewes like griefe it felfe, but is netfo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares. 



ml. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou dolt oi 
Rojfe. Be confidents fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe ; andfpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Report him 
(A Bay in Britaine) receiudc intelligence. 

That Harry Duke of Herferd, Rayhold L. Cobhan« f ° ntire to many obieds. 

That late broke from the ® uk J? ® n ‘ , Like perfpediues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

His Brother Archbilhop late of Ca Shew nothing but confufion, eyde awry. 

Sir Thomas trpingham. Sir Iohn Ra » Dift.inguilh forme : foyour fweete Maieftie, 

Sir lohn Norberie, fir Robert Waterton, ^Looking awry vpon yqur Lords departure, 

All thefe wellf^urmllied by theDuke of Britame, ^ Findlhapesof griefe more then himfelfe tow 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men or Wane? r & 

Are makinghither with all due expedience, 

And fhortly meane to touch ourNorthern iliore, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland'. 

If then we fhaUfhake off our Countries flauilhyoke, 

Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 

Redeeme from broken pawne the blemiflit Crowne, 

Wipe oftheduft that hides our Scepters guilt, As thoughon thinking on, no thought I thinkc* 

And make high Maieftie looke like it leife, Makes me with heauie nothing faint and fheinke, 

AWay with me in pdft to Rauenfpurgh : g u i D j *8upik« 



Findlhapesof griefe more then himfelfe to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but (hadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (feene. 

Which for things tru e, weepes things imaginarie. 

Queene. It may be fo, but yet my inward Soule 
Perfwades me it is otherwile : how ere itbc, . 

Icannetbut befad j fo heauie fad, 

As though on thinking on, ho thought I thinkc* 

I V^l ^ lr Dn A avn4f*% K aai ■« ^i.U m M L - ! J. a. ^ ! J /l * ^ ' X _ ^ 








ufi* Tis nothing butconceite (my gracious I ac : v W hoeently woulddiirqUic^b?. bands of lif«, 

Jueene. Tis notbihglelK,€oncciteis ftdl-dcdude 7,; WhichfaUchopelingc^iDc^ffemitte. : >i ■..■■ ■. .iib ■ 
FromfomeforefatherGricfe/mineis notfo; ■ Q ree ne. Heere comes theDukeof Yorke, • 

For nothinghath begot my fome thing griefe, Queene. With fignes ofW^ 16 about his agcdnecke » 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 gricue, ohfuil of carefull bufinelle arehis lookes.: 

Tis in rev erhon that i doe pofletle : Vnckle,for Gods fakeipeake comforcablejwards^ , 

Butwhacitis, thar isnotyetknowne, what * Torke. Should idoiorlftiouldbely^ thoughtsj, i 

I cannot name, tis nameleile woe I wot. Comfort's in heauen, and we are On: the earth, >1 . 

Greene . God faue your Maieftie,& well met gentleaift Where nothing Hues but croires,care, and griefe. 
hope the King is not yet (hipt for Ireland* Your Husband he is gone tofauefarreoff, 

jQueene. Whyhopeft thou fo? tis better hope he is, Whilft others come to make himlo<?feathQh)$ji bio- 
For his defignescraue haft, his haft good hope: Heere ami lefttovndetprop.h.i* 41 

Then whereforedoft thou hopehe is notftipt? Who wcake with age, cannot fupportmyieMe. . 

Greene ♦ That be our hope might haue retirdehispoic Now comes theficke houre that his furfetmade. 

And driuen into defpairean enemies hope, Novv fliall he trie his friends that flattered hini.. 

Who ftronely hath fet footing in thisland, Sertmg. My Lord, your fonne was gone before icamc, 

— • - Torke. Hew^whyfo*, goallvyhich^ayiij<vtUi;-/^ > 



j Lord Northumberland, his young SonH. Percie, her fendmeprefentlyajho>iflyad:^o^fi^ - 

ne Lords of Rofle,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, Hold take my Ring. • * T _ j * 

With all their powctfull friends, are fled to him." ^ er ' My Lord >1 had forgot, to te yo^tl^of, fli !??>'• 

B»Jb. Why haueyou not proclaimd Northumberk J° ^ay I came by find called there* 

AiM the reft ofthe rhokingfaftion, traytotm! M to re P ort ,hc r£tt ’ 

H G rr'\^'\ aU r h ? W S't Eat Hre WCB *‘ 

a So . Glc f e » d W? ,art theMriwjfeofmywoe, Iknownotw if attbdo ‘- ; - 

AndBulhngbrooke myforrowxsd.fmallhe.re: ( Sora y vntruth had not profit Wra to it) 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie, The King had cut ofmy head with my bro^rs. 

And I a gafping newdeliuered mother, What, are tlKre.twoP 0 ftsdjfpatchtforIteIaindi 

H^e woe towoeTorrowto forrow loynd. How ft all we doe for money for thek Warresi 

"BuSb. DjfpairenotJVladam. Come Sifter, Coofin I w:ou!d fay. $ pray pardonrnes 

t jhall hinder me. Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide fome Carty, 

Iwdldifpa.reandbeatenmme And bring away the Armour thatis there. 

With couetous hope, he is * flatterer, • Gentlemen, will you goe ^ rauftsthiehi 

Aparafite,akcepe^backeofdeatb,- o > 
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If 1 know how or which way to orderthefe affayrcs 
Thus diforderly thru (l into my hands, I-' > ... i 

Neucr bcleeue mec :both ace my kinfmdn ; 

T one is my Soueraingc, whome both my oath 
And dutie bidsdefend : t'other againe, 

Is my kinfman, whom; the Ki ng hath wrong'd, 
Whom Coiifcicncdand my Kindred bids to right. 

W ell, fomewbatwemuft doc: 'come Coofin, 
lie difpofe of you * .Gentlemen, goe mufter vp yournis 
And meete me prefcntly at Barckly ; 

I ihould tO Plalhietoojbut time-will not permit : 

All is vncuen, and euery thing is left at lixeand feauen, 
Exeunt *Du’ke, & gufiene: manent Bu/l.ie and Great. 

Eufh, The Wind fits faire for ncwes to gofor Ir'eld || 
But none returned. For v s to leuie power 
Proportionable to.the enemie, is all vnpoffible. 

Greene\ B'efidcs, our neerenelle to the King inlout, 
Is n^er-ethc' hatc ofthofe loue not the King. 

Bag, And that is the wauering Commons jfor thdtit, ' 
Lies in their Purfes, and vs hofoempdesthern, 

By fo muchfi'Istheir heartswith deadly hat;e. 




Becaufewe euer haue beemh’eerdthe Kirig.” 1 

Greene. WeU,IwBIftiffefu^ ftraighttoBrift.OE 
The Earle of Wiltihire, is already there. ' > 

fbf IfttkofEct 

Will the V / 

Excepr like tbrfesVtodeafe' Vsallinpeeccs : 

Will you goe along with vS ? 

Bag, No, I will to Ireland t o his Maieflie : 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three heferepaitjfhit ne^eflrdll meete 4gainej ,, 
Bujb, Tlii ‘z/feiiie thfilj cir to be^t E ack ' 

Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndcrta<i.«> 
Is numbrihg Sands, artddfinking Qceans dry, „ |n ; 
Where one on , 

Farewell at once, for &ice, for all and etier. i 



Bupj. Well, wee may mecte againe. 

Bag. Ifearemencuer. ; 

Enter Hereford -.Northumberland. 

Bull. How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? . ■ 

North". Beleeue menoble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Glocettet lhire, . 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuenwayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifomc, 

And y et your faire dilcourfe hath beetle as fugar, 

Making the hard way fweet and deleftable : 

But I bethinkeme what a wearie way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotihall will be found, 

1 n Bojfe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnelfe and procetle of mytrauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefits that I polfetfe. 

And hope to ioy is little lell'e in ioy. 

Then hopeinioyed : by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make thcirway feemefhortiasminehath done, 

By light of what 1 haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lelfe value is my company, 

Then your good words. But who conies hecre i 
Enter Harry Per cie.. 

North. It is my Ibnne, young Harris Pcrjie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenfoeuer : 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle ? (of you 

per. I had t|x)ughtmy.Lord to haue learned his health 
North . Why? is iienoc withtheQueene? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath forfo<?ke the Court, 
Broken his (taffe of office, anddifperft 
The hp.udi.old of. the King. 

Northl Whatwas his realbn ? he was not fo refolu'd, 
W-hcn laft we fpake together. 

H.Per. Becaufeyour Lordffiip was proclaimed traitour j 
But he my Lord, is goneto Rauenlpurgh, 
Toofferfcmicefothe.Dukeof Herford , 

And fent me ouer by Barckly to dilcouer, 

E What 







What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 

Then with directions 5 to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Herford, boy { 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer inmy life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now, this is the Dufo, 
H. jP. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daiesihall ripen and confirmc 
To more approued feruice and defart, 

Bui, I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be fure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a loule remembring my good f riends : 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc. 

It (hall be ft ill thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus leaks it. 

North. How far re is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Wane,* 
H. P. There Hands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann’dwith three hundred men, as I haue heard: 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, 'Barkley, and Seyrnr, 
None elfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Roffe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with fpurring,fierie red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your tone purfues ‘ 

• A banilht T raitour : all my treafurie 
is yet but vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe.. Your prefence makes vs riefo moft noble Lord, 

Wtl. And farrefuemounts our labour to attaine it. 
"Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant fortune comes to yeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomes heere l 
Nor. I t is my Lord of Barkeley, as I guelfe. 

"Burch.. My Lord of Herford , my meifage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwere is to Laneafter, 

And l am come tofeeke that name inEngland, 






And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake me not my Lord,t’is not my meaning 
To race onctjtle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

The Duke of Yorks, to know whatpricksyou on, 

To take aduantage of the ablent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bui. I fhall not need ttanlportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vnckle 1 
Yorke, Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle 1 

" Yorke. Tut, tut, graccme no grace, nor Vncklemeno 
I am no traitours Vnckle$and that word Grace f Vnckle, 
In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane : 

Why haue thofe banilht and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a duft of England* ground ? 

But more then why l Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofomc. 

Fry ting her paie-faede V illages with Warre, 

And oftentationof defpifed Armes ? 

. Comft thoubecaufe th’annoynted King is hence? 

Why foolilh boy, theKingis left behind. 

And in my loyall boforae lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord offuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and tfiy felfe, 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Mars of men. 

From foorth die rancks of many rhoufands French, 

O then how quickly lliould this arme of mine, 

N ow prifoner to the Paulfey, chaftife thee. 

And mini Her correction to thy fault J 
Bui, My gracious Vnckle, let me know my fault, 

On what condition Hands it, and wherein ■* 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the worft degree, 

In grolfe rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thou art a banilht man, and heere art cothe, 

E * Before 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes againfttixy Soueraigne.. 

Btth As I was baniftit, I waS banifht Herford, 

But as I come, I come for La.nca.fier : 

And noble VriCkle, I befeech your grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an i ndifferent eye j 
You are my Father, or me thinks in you 
1 fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that 1 (hall hand condemn’d 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluckt from my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To VpftartVnthrifts? wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Coofin King, be King of England, 
Itmuftbegrauntedlam Duke of Lancafter: 

You haue a Sonnziesiumer/e, my noble Coofin, 

Had you full died, and he beenethustrod downe. 

He fliouldhaue found his V nckle Gaunt a Father, 

To rouze his wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay,. 

I am denied tp fue my liuerie heere, 

And yet my letters patents giueme leaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftram’d andfold. 

And thefe, and all, are all amitTe employed. 
Whatwouldyou hauemedoe? Iam a Subied, 

And 1 challenge Law; Atturniesaredenide mey 
And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance of free defcent. 

North . The nobleDuke hath been too much abufde 

Rofie. It hands yoiir Grace vpon,to do him right. 
Willo. Bale men by his endowments are made great, 
Torke. My Lords of England, let me tellyou this; 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs, 

And laboured all I could to do him right; 

But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his owne earner, and cut out his way, 

To find out right with wrong, it may not be : 

Andyou that doabettehim in this kind, 

Gherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all* 

North. Thenc^bleDuke hath fworne, his comming'* 
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But for his owne 5 and for the Right ofthat, 

Weall haue ftrongly fworne to giuehim ayde i 
And let him ne’re tee ioy that breakes that oatn. 

Torke. Well, well, I fee the iffue of thefe Armes; 

1 canno'f mend it,l muft needs confelfe, 

Becaufemy power is weake, and all ill left: 

But ifl could, by him that gaue me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the Soueraigne mercy of the King : 

But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

1 do remaine as newter ; fo fare you well, 

VnletTeyou pleafetoenterin the Cattle, ; 

And there reppfe you for this night. 

Bid. An offer Vnckle that we will accept, 

But we muft winneyoUr Grace to go with vs 
To Brifiavs Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bttjbie, Bagot, and their co.mplicies. 

The Caterpillers ofthe Common-wealth ; 

Which I haue fworne to weede and plucke away. 

Torke. It may be I will go with you; but yet ile paufe. 

For Iam loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcomeyou are, 

Things paft redreffe, are now with me part care. 

Enter Earle of of Salisburies and a Welch Caftaim . 

Welch. My Lord of Salisbnrie, we haue ftaidc ten daies, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together; 

And yet we heare no tidings from the King, 

Therefore wc will difperfe our felues : farewell, 

Salif. .Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofethall his confidence inthee. 

Welch. TisthoughttheKingisdead,we will not flay. 
The Bay-trees in oflr Cou ntrey all are withered. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres of heauen $ 

The pale-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth, 
Andleane-look’tProphetswhifperfearefull change, 

Rich men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunce and leape, 

The one in feare to loofe what they enioy* 
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The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell, our Countrimen are gone and fled, 
Aswell allured their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard \ with eies of heauic mind, 
1 fee thy glorie like a (hooting ftarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 
Thy funne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnrefl : 
Thy friends are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 
And croftely to thy good all fortune goes. 



Saue mens opinions, and myliwng blood, 

To (hewtheworldl am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more,much more then twice all this. 
Condemns you to the death •• fee them deliuered ouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

More welcome is the ftroke of death to me. 

Then Bnllingbrook e to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene. My comfort is, that heauen will take our fou'es. 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland , fee them difpatcht s. 
Vnckic, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 



Enter the Duke of Herford, Yorke y Northumberland, For Gods lake fairelie let her be entreated. 



Buflieand Greene Pr if oners, 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bufhie and Greene, I will not vexeyourfoules 
Since prefently your foules mu ft part your bodies. 
With two much vrging your pernicious lines, 

For t’were no charitic j yetto wafli your blood 
From ofFmy hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes ofyour death, 

You haue mif-led aPrince, a Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You hauein manner with yourfinfullhowrcs. 
Made a diuorce betwixthis Queene and him. 
Broke the profeffion of a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the bcautie ofa fayre Queenes cheekes, 



Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
i With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks(gentle Vnckle: ) come Lords, away, 

; To fi ght with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday, - Exeunt* 

Enter the King} is4umerle y Car Me , &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand / 

An. Yeamy Lord ; how brooks your Grace the ayre 
After your late toiling on the breaking Seas ! 

King. Needsmuft I like it well,I weepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce again© 

Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 



With tearesdrawne from her eies with your foule .wrongs ; Though Rebels Mound theewith their Horfeshoofes: 



My felfe a Prince by fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeere to the King.in blood, and neercinloue. 

Till they did make him misinterpret me, 

Haueftooptmy neckevndcr your iniuries, 

Andfigh’d my Englifh breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of baniflnnent, 

While you haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes,and feld my forreft woods, ^ . - . , - - 

From mine owne windowes tornc my houlholdcoate, u ? 1 0ln ,8 an «oyance to the trecherous feete, 

Rad outni/imprerrclauingme nofigne, ^|W^«h*fwp'nS»«PsJotr»mpl«lh«i 



As along partedmother with her Child, 

Plaies fondlie with her teares, and fmiles in meeting : . 
So weeping, finiling, greet I<hce my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, . 
Butlet thy Spiderijthat fuckevpthy venome. 

And heau ie gatedToads lie i n their way, . 
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Yecld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from my bofome plucke a flower 
Guard it I pray thee.with a lurking Adder, 
Whofedouble tongue may with a mortall touch, 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs enemies : 
Mocke not my fenflelfe coniuration Lords ; 

This earth fliallhaue a feeling, and thefe (tones 
Prooue armed Souldierscreher natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lordjthat power that madeyo 
Hath power to k eepe you King in fpite of all j 
The meanesthat heauensyeeld muft be imbrac’t 
And not ncgleded. Life heauen would, 

And we would not} heauens offer, werefufe 
The pooffered meanes of fuccours and redreife. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too retnilFe, 
Whilft B ullingbropke^ th rou g h ourfecuritie, 

Grewds flrong and great infubftance and in power. 

ICng. Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when thefearchingeicof heauen is hid 
Behind theglobethatlights thelowcr world, 

Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfeene, 

In murthefs, and in outrage bloodie heere. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the.proud tops of the caflerne pines, 

And darts his light. through euery guilty hole; 

Then murders, treafons, and deteftedfinnes, 
Tbecloakeofnighi being pluckt from off their backes 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour Bullmgbreoke i 
Who all this while hath reueld m the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shsll fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blufhing in his face, 

N ot able to endure the fight of day. 

But felfeaffrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can wafhthe balm coif from an anneyntedKing. 



* 



The breath of worldly men can cannot depoft 
Thedeputy elededbytheLord, 

For euery man that Bullmgbreoke hath preft 
To lift fhrewd fleck againfl our golden Crowne, 

God for his Richard hath in heauenty pay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Wcake men muft fall, for heauen ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salijh. 

King. Welcome my Lordjhow farre offlies your power? 

Saltjb. Notneere,norfartharoff, my gracious Lord: 
Than this weakearmej difcomforc guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeakeof nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyeftcrday, bid T ime returne, 

And thou (halt hauetwelue thoufand fighting men: 
Today, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy ftate : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke-f difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 

King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And tillfo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide. 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? 

Armc, ainie,my name a puny fubied ftrikes 
Atthy great glory,looke notto the ground, 
Ycefauourites of aKing, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle Torhe (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, 
The worft is worldly lode thou canll vnfold. 

Say, is my kingdome loft ? Why twas my care, 

And what lode is it to be rid of c^re ? 

Stnues Bttllmgbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he fhall not be ; if he feme God, 

Weeleferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuoltoy r Subiedsf that we cannot mend, 
Theybreake their faith to God as well as vs: 

Crie woe, deftruftion, mine, and decay, 

The word is death, and death will haue his day. 

Saroo. Glad am l,that your Highnelfe is fo armd 
To beare the tidings of calamine* 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day. 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their (bowers. 
As if the world were.all dilfolud to teares. 

So high aboue his limits iwels the rage 
Of Bnllingbrooke, coueringyour fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclef 



Does cafily wonneto fawne on any ma». 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that fling my heart * 
Three 1 udafles, each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they makepeace? terrible hell 
Make warre vpon their fpotted foules for this, 

Scro. Sweeteloue’s (Ifec) changing : his property 
Turnes tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 
Againevncurfe theirfoules, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfc 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllow grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bulhie,Grccne,& theEarle of Wiltihire dead? 
Scro 4 Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads.} 

<iAu. Where istheDuke my fatherwith his power? 
King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graues, of wormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make dull our paper, and with rainie eyes 
Write forrow on the bofome of the earth, 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of wils : 

And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath. 



White beards haue amid their thinne and haireleirefcalpi Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ? 



Againft thy Maieftie ; and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiftevnwildie armes, again ft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes,. 

Of do uble fatall woe againft thy flats, 

Yeadiftatfe women mannage ruftie billes ;■ 

Againft thy feate both young and old rebel); 

And all, goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King, To well, to well thou celft a tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltihire? where isBagot? 
What is become of Bufhie? where is Greene ?; 

That they haueletthedangerousenemie 
Meafure our confines with luch peaceful! fteps. 

If we preuaile, their heads fiiall pay for it : 

I .warrant they haue made peaccwith Bulhnghrcoke, 



Our lands, our liues, and all are Bullmgbrookgs y 
And nothing can we call our owne, but death, 
Andthatfmallmodellof the barrenearth. 

Which ferues as paft andcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fakelet vs fitvpon theground? 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings, 

How fome haue beenedepofde,fbme.flaine in watre, 
Some haunted by the ghofts they haue dejpofed, 

I Some poyfoned by their wiucs, fome fleeping kild, 

[ All murthered ; for within the hollow Crowne 
( That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 
Keepcsdeath his Court, and thcretheantique fits, 
Scoffinghis ftate,and grinning at his porape, 
Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

T o Monarc hife, be feard, and k ill with lookes, 



Uiv. J littuo laitavav. wiiu ju rnur>vvr T r r ■ • • t rir i 

Scro . Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. n ^fing h^rn with felfe and vaine conceit* 

King. Oh Villaines, vipers, damnd without redemption) Sl this flefii which walles about ourlife 3 

Doff i* * 
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Were Braile impregnable : and humord thus. 

Comes at the latt, and with a little pin 
Bores through his Cattle walles, and farewell King. 
Coueryour heads, aadmocke not flefhand blood, 
With folemne reucrence throw away refped, 
Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, 

Iliue with bread like you, feele want, 

T aft griefe , need friends ; lubieded thus. 

How can you fay to mce, lama King? 

Carl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc fitand waile their wots 
But prcfently preuent the waies to waile. 

To feare the foe, fince feare opprefteth ftrength, 
Giues in your weakenelfc ftrength vnto your foe, 
Andfoyour follies fightagainlt yourfelfe .• 

Feare, and be flaine, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fight and die, is death deftroy ing death. 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Aum, My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnetomakeabodyof a limme, 

Kmg. Thouchidft me well; proud Bullingbrooke, Iconit 
Tochangeblowcs withthecforour day of doome; 
This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblowne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, Where lies our V nckle with his power ! ' 
Speakefweetly man, although thy lookes be fower. 

Scroope , Men iudge by the complex ion of the skie, 
The ftate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and ftnall. 

To lengthen out the worft that mu ft be fpoken : 
Your V nckle Torke is ioyn’d with Bullmgbrooke , 

And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vpon his partie. 

King, Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befhrew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 



Of that fwcet way I was in to difpaire. 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now ? 

By heauen lie hate himeuerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there ile pine away, 

A King woes flaue,fliall kingly woe obey s 
That power I haue; difeharge, and let them go 
To eare the Land that hath fomehope togrow : 

For 1 haue none; let no man fpeake againe A r; h 
To alter this, for counfell is but vaine, : ' 

Aum, My Liege one word. 

King. He does me double wrong. 

That woundsme with the flatteries of his tongue ; . 
Difeharge my followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bnllwgbrookes faire day. 

Enter Bull, Torke, North , 

Bull . So that by this intelligence we lcarne, 

The Welchmen are difpearft, and Salisbury 
Is goneto meete the King, who lately landed . 

Withfome few priuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North, Thenewesis very faire and good, my Lord: 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head, 

Torke. It w ould beleeme the Lord Northumberland, 

To fay , King Richard , alacke the heauie day, 

When fuch a facred King, Ihould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace rmftakes; onely tobe briefe, 

Left I his title out. 

Tor .The time hath bin,fhouldyou hane bin fo briefe with 
He would haue bin fo briefe to lhortenyou, (him 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length, 

Bui. Miftakc not (Vnckk) further then you Ihould. 
Torke. Take not ("good Coofin) further then you Ihould 
Leaft you miftake the heauens are ouer your heads. 

Bui, I know it V nckle, and oppofe not my fefe 
Againft their willes. But, who comes heere ? Enter Percy, 
Welcome Harry ; What, will not this Cafte yceld? 

Hen. Ter, The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance. 

F 3 Bull, 
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The 1 . 



Bull, Royally, why itcontaines no King. 

H.Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

Itdoth containe a King, King /<!*<: Wylies 
With the limits of yon lime and (lone. 

And with him the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisburie, 

Sir Stephen Scroope, beiidcs aCleargieihan 
Of holic reuerence,who I cannot leame. N 
North, Oh belike iris the Bifliop of Carleite. 

Bui, NobleLords, 

Go to the rude ribbes of that ancient Cattle, 
Through bralen Trumpet fend the breath of parlec 
Into hisruindeeares, and thus deliuer. 

H. Bui. on both his knees, doth kiifeking Richards hjnl 
And fends alleageancc and true faith of heart 
TohisRoyajlperfbn t hither come 
Euenat his feete,to lay my acmes andpower : 
Prouided.that my baniihment repeald, 

And lands reftored againe be freely graunted ; 

If not, ile vfe cheaduantage ofmy power, 

And lay the fummersduft with ftiowrcs of blood, 
Raind from the woundsof flaughteredEnglinlhmen i 
The which, how far off from themind otBullingbmk, 
It is,(iich chrimfon temped ihould be drencht, 

The frefh greene lap of fame 'King Richards land, 

My (looping dutietenderlie fhall (hew. 

Go fignifie as much, whilehere we march 
VponthegraiTie carpet of this plaine; 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatning drunune,. 
That from this Cattles tattered battlements. 

Our faire appointments may bewellperufd. 

Me thinks King Richard and my felfe fhould mcete 
With noletfcterrour then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundringfmoake, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes of heauen. 

Be he the Fire, He be the yeelding Water } 

The ragebe his, whilft on the earth 1 raigtie 

My Water’s on the earth, and not on him: 

March on, and marke King Richard how he looses 



— — 

The Trumpet found, 'Richard appeareth on the mlUt, 
Bull. Sec, fee. King Richard doth himfelfe appeare 
As doth the bluihing dilcontented Sunne 
From out the fierie portall of the Eaft, 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glorie, and to ftaine thetracke 
Of his bright patfage to the Occident. 

Yorke. Yetlookes he like a King, behold hiseyc, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foorth 
Controlling Maieftic; alackefor woe, 

That any harme ihould llaine Co faire a Ihew, 

King. We are amazd, and thus long haue we flood, 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 

Becaufe we thought eur felfe the lawfull King j 
And if we be, how dare thy ioy nts forget 
To pay their awcfulLdutie to our prefence i 
If we be not, ihew vs thehand of God 
That hath difinillvs from our Stewardfhip ; 

For well we know, no hand of blood apd bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlelfe he do prophane, jfteale, or vfurpe 5 
And though you thinke that ali as you haue, done, 
Haue torne their (bules, by turning them from vs, . 
And we are barren and bereft of friends; 

Yet know, my Mai fter G o d omnipotent. 

Is muttering in his clouds on our behalfe. 

Armies ofPeftilence, and they fliall ftrike 
Your Children yet vnborne, and vnbegot, 

That lift y»ur vattaile hands againft my head. 

And threat the glorie of my precious Crownc. 

Tell Bullingbreoke (for yon me thinks he (lands) . 
Thateueric ftridehemakes vponmyland, 

Is dangerous treafon ? he is come to open 
The purple T eftament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, liue in peace, , 

Ten thoufand bloody crownesof mothers Tonnes, 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, . 

Change thecorapkxion of Mayd-pale peace, 
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To fcarlet indignation, and bedeaw 
Her pallors graffe with faithfull Englilh blood. 

North. The King of Heauen forbid, our Lordthek 
Should fo wit.hciuill and vnciuillarmes 
Bcrulht vpon, Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry TSullmgbrooke doth humbly kitfe thy hand, I 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares. 

That (lands vpon your royall Grandfires bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpringfrom one mod gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 
Comprifing all that may be fworne or faid, 

His comining hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy Royall partie graunted once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
Tofaithfullferuiceofyour Maieftie. 
Thtsfweareshe, as he isa Prince iufl : 

And as lama Gentleman 1 , 1 credit him. 

'King* N'orthumbcrlandfay thus ; the King returnes L 
Hi* jjoble Coofin isright welcome hither, 
Anaallthe number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accomplilht without contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft } 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends : 
Wedoedebafe our felues (Coofin) do wee not ? 

T o looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo die/ 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fight with gentle woro> 
Till time lend friends, and friends their help full fw°| ! 

King. Oh God, oh G od that ere this tongue ol 
That laid the fentence of dread banilhment 
On you proud man, fiiould take it off againe. 

With words of footh 1 Oh that I were as great, 
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As is my griefe, or leffer then my name J 
Or that 1 could forget what I haue been 1 
Or not rememberwhatl muftbe now ! 

Sweirft thou (proud heart , ) Ilegiuctheefcopetobeat, 
Since foes haue (cope to beat both thee and mce. 

Aum. Northumberland conics backe from Bulltngbrooke* 
Ktng. What muft the King do now ? muft he mbntit i 
The King (hall do it : Muft he be depofde ? 

TheKing (hall be contented : Mult he loofc 
The name of a King l a Gods name let it goe : 
lie giue my jewels for a fet ofBeades : 

My gorgeousPallace,for a Hermitage: 

. My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gowne : 

My figurde Goblets, for adilh ofWood s 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffc: 

My Subieds, for a payre of earned Saints : 

And my large Kingaome, for a little Crauej 
Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGraue, 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubiedts feet e 
May hourely trample on their Soueraignes head j 
For on my heart they tread now w hilft I liue .• 

And buried once, why not vpon my head l 
Aumerle $\ou weepell(my tender-hearted Coofin) 
Weele make foule weather with defpifed teares } 

Our fighes, and they, (hall lodge the fummer cornc, 
And make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or (hall w e play the wantons with our woes, 

And make fome pretty match with (heading teares. 
And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire of Graues 
Within the earth sand therein layde } thdjrlies 
» Two kinfmen dig'd their Graues with weeping eyes ? 

W ould not this ill doe well ! well well I (ee, 

I talke but idlely,and you laugh at mee. 

Mod mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King Bullingbrooke, will his Maieftie 
Giac RichardletMc toliuetill Richard diet 
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TbeTrdgedie of 

You make alegge>and Bulli ngV rookc fay es I* 

North, My Lord, in the bale court he dotn attend, 

To fpeakcwith you : may it pleafeyou to come dowiic, 
King. Z)owne> cow.ne 1 come,] tkegl i ft er mg Phaettmj 
Wanttng themannageofvntuly lades. 

Iu the bafe court, bale court where Kings grow bale, 

To comeat Tray tors calles, and do them grace. ■ 

In the bafe court come do .nie: downe court, downe King 
For night-owles ihreekewhere mountinglarks iliouldling 
Evil, What fayes his Maieftie i 
North, Sorrow 1 and gride of heart, 

Makes him fpeakefonoly like a franticke man * 

Yet he is come. 

Bull. Stand all apart, _ 

And flievv taire dutie to his Maieftie : He kneeles demit , 

My gracious Lord. „ . . . 

King. Faire Coofm you debafeyourPnncelyknee, 
To make the bafe earth proud withkiffingit : 

Me rather had my heart might feeley our loue. 

Then my vnpleaied eye iee your curteiie: 

Vp Coofin vp, your heart is vp 1 know. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine owne. 
Kino. Your owne is yours, and 1 am yours and all. 
Bull. So farrebe mine, my moil redoubted Lord, 

Asmyt ueferuice (ball deferue your loue. 

King. Well you defer ue: they well deferue to haue, 
That know the ftrong’ft and fureft way to get. • 
Vnckle,giue me your hands 5 nay dry your eyes, 

T earesfhew their loue, but want their remedies. 
Coolin,! am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Heyre 5 
What you will haue, He giue, and willing too • 

For doe we muft, what force will haue v» ao . 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it lo J ^ 

Bull. Yeamy good Lord. .g 

King. Then 1 muft not fay no. ^ 






Rtclura 



Enter the Quenne with her attendants. 

£hte. Whatfport iliall we deuile heere in this garden, 
To ariue away tnehcauie thought of care f 
Lady. Madam weele play at bowles. 

Sue. Twillmakemethinketheworld is full of rubs. 
And that my fortune runnes againft the bias. 

Lady. Madam week daunce. 

<$ue. My legs can keepe no meafurc in delight. 

When my poore heart no meafure keepes in gnefe : 
Therefore no dauncing girle, fonIC other Iport. 

Lady. Madam weele tell tales, 

Que. Offorrowor ofgriefe? 

Lady , Of either Madam. 

Slue. Of neither girle, * 

For if of ioy, being altogithcr wanting. 

It doth remember me the more offorrow i 
Or if of griefe,bcingaltogitherfadd. 

It addes more fdrrow tomy want of ioy: 

For what i haue Ineedenottorepeate, 

And what I want it bootes not to complainc. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

Shdf' T * s well that thou haft caufe, 

But thou (houldft pleafe me better wouldft thou wecpc. 
Lady, I could wcepe Madam, woulu it do you good. 
Sluee. And I could ling would weeping do me good. 
And neuer borow any teareofthce. 

But ftay, heere eommeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the lliadow ofthefe trees. 

My wretchednelfe vntoa row of pines. 

They will talkc of (late, for euery one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe, 

Enter Gardiners. 

W?ttV,P P ° e b ‘" d Cl u°i l i Vp y °” dan & lin S Apricockcs, 
WHch like vnruiy children make their fire 

Stoope with oppteffion of their prodigall weight : ~ 

G.uc fome fuppoitance to the bending twms 8 

Goe thou., and like an executioner b o 

G * Gut 
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Cot off the heads of two faft growing fprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 
AUmuft be euen in our gouerment. 

You thus imployde, I will goe roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fiicke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why fliould we in the compaffe of aPale, 
Keepe law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our firme eftate. 

When our lea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes j her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 
Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde. 

Her Knots difordered,and her holelome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace. 

He that hathfuffred this dilbrdered Spring; 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe : 

The Weedes that his broadefpreadingLeauesdidflicte; 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp, 
Arepuld vp, roote and all, by Bxlltngbrooke: 

I meanethe Earle of ff'dt/hire, Buihie, Greene. 

CMan. What, are they dead? 

Card. They are. 

And Bulltngbroohe hath feizd the waltfull King. 

Oh what pittie it is, that he had not fo trimde 
And dreft his Land $ as we this Garden, at time of yw 
Do wound the barke, the skinneof our fruit trees, 
Leaft being ouer-proud w»th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to bcare, and he to tafle 
Their fruites ofduetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppe away, that bearing boughes may lines 
Had he done lo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte ofidlehoures hath quite thrownedovvM 

Man. What , thinke you the King lhall be depoW' 
gard, Depreft be is already, and depofde 




20 



30 










Richard the Second* 

T'is, doubt he will be. Letters camelaft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Torkes, 

That tell blacketidinges. _ , . 

iW. Oh! 1 am preft to death through want of ipeaking 
Thou old Adams likenes fet to drclTe this G arden. 

How dares thy harlh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What But i What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, ( newes* 
To makeafecond fallofcurfedman? 

Why doft thou fay King Richardis depofde? 

Dar it thou, thou little be tter thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall ? Say, where, when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges ? fpeake thou wretch? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,y et what I fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of BulUngbrooke i their fortunes both are weyde. 

In your Lo. fcale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light ; 

But in theballance of great Bulltngbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englilh Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes King Richarddowm^, 
Poll you to London, and you will finde it fo j 
1 fpeake no more then eucry one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble Mifchauncc,that art fo light offoote. 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it ? Oh thou thinkeft 
Toferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in mybreaft : come Ladyes, goe 
To meete at London, Londons King in woe. 

What, was 1 borne to this, that my fadd looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bu/lingbrookei 
Gardner, for telling me thefenewes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Sait 
GardSooxz Queene, fo that thy ftate might be no worfe 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfe, 

Heere did Ihe drop a teare,heere in this place. 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbc-of-grace % 

G 3 Rcw, 
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Rcw, eucn for Ruth} heere jliortiy Hull be fecnc} 
Inremembranceof aweepingQueene. £ x 

Enter ‘Bu'dingbroohe, Aumerle , and others. 

Bull . Call} foorth Bagot. Enter 2 m 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, * ' 

\yhat thou doft know of noble Glocefters death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perforate 
The Bloodie office ofhis timelelfe end? 

‘Bagot. Then fet before my face theLord Aumerle , 
Bull. Coo'Gn, hand foorth, andlooke vpon that man, 
Bagot< My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daring tongue. 
Scornes to vnfay what once it hath deliuered : ° : 

In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted, 

I heard you fay^Ia nottpy arme of length. 

That rcacheth fromtherellfull Englifli court 
As farreas Calliceto mine Vnckles head ? 

Amongft rriuch other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had ratherjefufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 
ThenBulliughroohffffiurne to England, addinglwitkall, 
How bleftrhis land would beinthisyour Coofins death, 
<±Aum, Princes, and noble Lords, 
WhatanlWreftialllmake to this bafe man ?, 
muchdiffionoiirnnyfaii^ftarres,. 

On equal! tearmps. to giujjhim chafticement 
Either i muftyor haue mine Honour foyld 
Withtheattainderofhis.naunderouslips: 

There is my gage, the manUajlfeale of death, 
Thatmarkes theeout for Hell it theu lieft, 

And will maintainc what thou haft fayd, is falfe, - 

In thy heart bipod, though being all too bafe 
Toftainethetemperofmy knightly Sword, 

Bull. Bagot, forbeare, thou Ifealt not take it vp. 
<sAum. Excepting one, 1 would he were the bell 
In all this prefence, that hathmooud me fo. 

Tit*,, if that thy valour fiand on fimpathie. 

There ismy gage in gagetothine; ti 
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Richard the Second. 

By that falre Sonne that ffiewes me where thou ftandft 
I heard chee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakft ft, 

Thatthou wert caufe of noble Glocefters death : 

If thou denied it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

Andlwili turncthy fallhood to thy heart, 

Whereit was forged, with my Rapierspoynf. 

cAum. Thou dar ft not (coward) liue I to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now by my foule, I would it were this hours. 
Aum. Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hellfor this, 

L. Ter. Aumetle ; thou lieft, histlonour is as true? 

In this appeale, as thou art all vniuft. 

And that thou, art lb, there I thcowffiy gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extreameft jpoynt 
Of tnortall breathing, feize it if thou dar’ft. 

zAum. And ifl do not, may my hands rot 61F, 

And neuer brandifh more rcucngefull fteele 
Ouer the glittering helmet ofmy foe. 

Another L. I take the earth to the like(forlwone Aumerle f ) 
And fpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous eare 
From linneto finne : there is my honours pawne# 
lngage it to the tryallif thou darft. 

Aum. Who fets me elfe ?by heauen He throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one bread. 

To anlwere twenty thoufand fuch as you, 

Sur. My Lord Fitz water, I do remember well 

The verie time Aumerlemd yon did talke. 

Fitz. Tisvery true, you were in prefene then. 

And you can wirnelfe with me this is true. 

Sur. As falfe by heauen, as heauen itfelfe is true. 

Fitz. Surrie, thou lieft. (fword 

■ ^ i ^ | lono '‘ a '‘ ,le b°y»thatly fliall \y fo heauie on my 

lnat it fliaU render vengeance and reuenge ‘ 

Till thou thclie-giuer,.and thatlie do lie, & 

Li earth as quietasthy Fathers fcull. 

In proofewhereofthere is my Honours pavsne ' •- 
%age it to the tryallif thou darft. ^ ' s 
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The Tragedy 0} 

Fttzt How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfe, 

If I dare eatc, or drinke,or breath, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a Wildernelfe, 

Andfpitvpon him whilft I fay he lyes, 
Andlyes,andlyes : there is my bond of Fayth, 

To t ie thee to my ftrong cor redion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

AumerleU guiltie of my true appeale. 

BcHdes ,Iheare thebanilhed Norjfo/keCay • 

Thatthou Atmerle did ft fend twoofthy men v 

To execute the noble Duke of Caltce. 

astum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gage, 
ThxtNorfolkeXycs, heerc do I throw downethis. 

If he may be repeald to try his honour ! 

Bull. Thefc differences lhalt all reft vnder gage , 
TiMNorfolkebe repeald, repeald he (ball be. 

And Though mine enemie,rcftot'd againe 
To all his Lands and Signories : when he is return 0 , 
Againft ^Anmerle wc will inforcc his triall* 

Carl, That honorable day (hall ncuer be feene : 
Many a time hath banilhtNorfolke fought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field, 

StreamingtheEnfigneoftheChriftiancroffc, y 
Againft blackc Pagans,Tnrkes,and Saracens, 

And toyld with workes ofWarre, retir’d himieuc 

To Italy, and there at Venice gaue 
His Body toa plcafantcountries earth. 

And his pure foulc vnto his Captaine Chriu, 

Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull, Why Bi(hop,is Norfolk ^ dead i 
Carl. As fure aslliue,my Lord, , f | 

•BhII. Sweet peece condud his fweet foule to theboioiw 
Of°ood old Abraham -.Lords appellants. 

Your differences (ball all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dayes of trial!. 

EnterYorke, 

Yorks. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee, 



Ucbafdthe 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heirc,and hishigh Scepter yeelds 
To the polTcflion of thy royaUhand; 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long liue Henrie, fourth of thatnamc. 

ShU In Gods name, 11c afeend the Recall throne# 

Carl. Mary God forbid. 

Worit in this Royall prefence I may fpeake ; 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth : 

Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Were enough noble to be vprightludge 
Of noble 'Richard Then true nobleneffe would 
Learne him forbearance fromfo foule a wrong. 
Whatfubied can giue fentencc on his King i 
Andwhoiits heere that is not Richards CixbkA l 
Theeues are not iudged, but they arc by to heare. 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And (ball the figure of Gods Maieftic, 

His Captaine, Steward,deputi'e, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yearn, 

Be iudg’d by fubied and inferior breath. 

And he himfelfe not prefent l Oh forfend it God, 
Thatina Chriftian Climate foulcs refinde, 

Should (hew fo hainous blacke obfeene a deedc. 

1 fpeake to fubieds, and afubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitor to proud HerefordsKing, 

And if youCrowne him, let me prophelie, 

The blood of Englilb (hall manure the ground, 
And future ages groane for his foule ad. 

Peace (ball goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this featcot peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound : 
Diforder, horror, feare and mutinie. 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald 
The field of Golgotha and dead mens skuis. 

H 





Oh if youraifcthis houfeagainft his houfe, . ? 

It will the wofulled diuilion prooue. 

That euer fell vpon this curled earth: 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Lead child, childs children Cric againd you woe. 

North., Well baue you argued fir, and foryour paines, 
Of Capitall treafon, we arrell you here : 

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 

. . ,**. Tokeepehimfafelytillhisdayoftriall. / A A., .><' 

May it pleafeyou Lords, tograunt the common fuite, 

~ Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
, , He may furrender, fo we. Iball proceed without fufpition. 
'rSylf-K $ r Tt»'ke. 1 will be his conduct, 

Bui. Lords, you that are here* are vnder our arreft, 

, Procure your Sureties for your dales of anfwcre ; 

Uftr Little arew§bcholdingto your loue. 

And little looke forat your helping hands. 

‘ N / *• . $ Enter King Richard 

'Rich. Alackcwhy amlfentfortoaKing, 

Before I haue lhooke off theregall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd ; I hardlie yet haue learnt 
T o infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giu.e Ibrrow leauc a while to tutor me to this fubmiflion $ 
Y et I well remember the fauours of thefe men. 

Were they not mine ? did they not foinetimes crie al hailc. 
Tome l fo ludai did to Chrift ; but he in twelue, 

Found truth in allbut one 5 1 in twelue thoufand nonit 
God laue the King,will no man fay Amen : 

Am I both Pried and Clarke ; well then, Ameiv 
God faue the King, although \ be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen dothinke him mec:. 

To do what feruice am I fent for hither : 

Yorke. To do that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tired.Maiedie did make thee offer ; 

The refignation of thyStatc and Crowne 
To Harry RuUmghoekc, 

Rich, Scazethe Crowne-. 




Heere Coofin, on this fide my hand, & on that fide yourli 
Mow is this golden Crowne like a. deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other, 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

Theother downe vnfeene, and full of W ater : 

That Bucket downe, and full ofteares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe,whild you mount vp onhigh. 

BhI. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne? 

Ric. My Crowne I am, but dill my griefes are mine : 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes, dill am I Kingof thofe. _ 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crown. 

Rich, Your caresfet vp, do not pluckemy cares down: 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old care done. 

Your care is gaine of care by new care won .• 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowue, yet dill with me they day. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne? 

Rich. I, no no I ; for, I mud nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .♦ 

I giue this heauiewaight from off my head. 

And thisvrvweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wafh away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue deniemy f^cred date. 

With mine owne breath releafeall duties rites,. 

All pompe and Maiedie I doe forfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reucnewes I forgoe. 

My A£tes,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : 

God pardon -all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God lecepe all Vowcs vnbroke that lwcare to theef 
Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud, 

And thou with alfpleafd, that had all ate'nieud : 

Long may d thou liue inRichards feat to fit, 

And foone lie Richard in an earthly pit : 

• H ft God 
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Godfaue King Harry vnkingd Rickard&tes, 

And fend him many yceres of Sun-lhines daics.. 
What more remaines? 

North. No more, butthat you read 
Thefe acculations, and thefe grieuous crimes. 
Committed by your perlbn,and your followers, 

Agai nil the -ft ate and profile of this Land j 
That by confefling them, the Ibules of men 
May deeme that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mufti doefof and mull Irauellout 
My Weaud y p Folly, gentle Northumberland i 
If tii y offences were vpon record. 

Would it not Jhametheein fo faire a troope, 

To read aledureof them,ifthpu wouldft. 

There Ibouldfl thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing tile depoling ofa King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
Marlctwith ablot, daend inthe booke of heauen : 

Nay of you that Hand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchednelle doth bate my felfe ; 
Though fome of you (with c PUate ) wafli your hands, 
S hewing an outward pi ttic, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered meto my fowre Croftc, 

And watercannot wafti away your Hnne. 

North. My Lord d lfpatch , read ore thefe Articles , 

Rich. Mine ey es are full of tearcs, I cannot fee ; 
And yet fait water blindsthem not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turne mine eiesvpoomy felfe, 

1 find my felfe a Traitor with thereft ; 

For I haue giuen here my foulesconfent 
To vndeckethc pompous body ofa-Kingj 
Made gloriebacc, and Soueraigntie a flaucj 
Proud Maieftie a fubieft. State a peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine,thou haugh tinful ting man, 
Nor no mans Lord ; I haue noname, no title, 



vt 0 not that name was giuen me at the Font, 

Buttisvfurpt} alacke the hca«i£d*s» 

That I haueworne fo many Winters out, 7 

And know not now, what name to call my lelre, 
that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbroo ke, 

'■ omelt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good*, 

And if my name be ft.arling,yet in England 
Let it command a niirrour hither ftraite 
That it may ihew me whata face 1 haue. 

Since it is banckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui. Go fome of you and fetch a looking-glalfc, 

North. ReadorethispaperwhiletheGlatfe doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I cometo Hell, 

Bui. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The commons will not then he fatisfied. 

Rich. They Ihall befatisfied^ He read enough, 

When I doc fee the very Booke indeed. 

Vhere all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe, 

Giue me the glalfe : np deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrpiv ftrpkefo many blpw.es vpon this 
Face of mine, and made.no deeper wounds l 

flattering.Gialfe, like to ray flpUpwers In prolperitiei 
‘Was this the face thatcuery day vnder his 
Houihold roofe did keepe ten thoufand men ? 

Was this thefacethatfaaftfo many follies, 
tAndwasat laft outfaaft b y Builingbraatgl 
ft brittle Glorie fhineth in this face, 
i As brittle as the Glprie is the face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred ihiuers * 

MarkefilentKing the morallofthis fpor, 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyd my face. 

| Bui. The ihadow ofyour forrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

..Rich. Say that againe : the fhadpw of my forrow; 

Ha lets fee : tis very true. 
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ThtTragedteof 

Lies ail within, and thefe cxtsrftall Warmers 
Of laments are meerely fliadowes to the vnfecne, 
Griefethat fwells with filcnce in the tortured foulc : 
And 1 thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Mecaufeto waile,but reached me the way 
How to lament the caufe: Ilebeggeoneboone, 
And thenbe gone, and trouble you no more, 
Name it faire Coofin. 



Enter Quecne, with her attendants. 

'Ghitene* T his way the King will come, this is the way 
■loRlm Cafars ill creded Tower, ' 

Towhofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
sdoomdeaPrifonerby proud Bullmgbrooke. 

Hecre let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trueKings Qneeuc,' 

Enter Richard* 

Butfoft, but fee, or father, do not fee 



Bull* A ■*<*****. .» .«•» - — r . 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why ? I am greater then aKing; 

For whehlwas aking,my flatterers were then but fiibidl My faire Rofe wither : yet lookeyp, behold, 
Beinnnow afubieft, I haueaKingheere That you in pittiem^y dilfolue to deaw. 

To my flatterer ; beingf© great ,1 haue no need to beg, ‘ J — Ui * mith * rnp ,nnft ' pflrpc - 

Bul, Yet ask e. 

Rich. And (hall I haue it 2 



'Bui. You ihall. 

Rich. Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Ric. Whither you will, fol were &om your fights. 
Bui. Goe fome of you conuay him to the tower. 
Rich. O good conuay.conuayers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings tall. 

Bui. On Widnefday next we folemnely let downe, 
Our Coronation 5 Lords prepare yourfelues, 

' Exeunt* Manet Weft. CarleiU, Aumerk. 
-Abbot A wocfull Pageant haue we heerebeheid, 
Car. T he woe’s t© come $ the children yet vnbert 
Shall feele this day as ftiarpe to them as thorne. 

sAum. You holy Cler gi e men, Is there no plot, 

To rid the Realme of this pernitious blot t 
Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mmd heercm, 
You Ihall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalfo to ettcct 
What euerl fliallhappento deuile:^ 

I fee your browes are tull of difcontei H teares ; 

Yourheartofforrow,a^your|«oftg 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a p ^ 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day. 



in a 

Andwalh himTrelh againe with true loue teares., 

Ah thou the modelfwhere old Troy did (land ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombe; 
And notKing Richard-, thou mod beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft p 
Rich. Ioy ne not with griefe, faire woman,, do not fo. 

To make my end too hidden, learne good foulea 
To thinke our former ftate a happy dreame, 

From which awakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweeie)( 

To grimme Neceflitie,and heand I 

Will keepe aleague till death. Hie thee to France , 

And cloy fter thee -in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liuesmud winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe* 
Queene* What is my Richardbathin jfliapc and mind> 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bullingbrooke 
Depofd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufleth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing clfe, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd; andwtltthou PupiHike 
Take thy correction, mildly kifle the rodde. 

And fawne on Ragewith bace humilitie. 

Which art aLyon*and a King of beads? 

King. A King of beads indeed, if aueht but bead. 
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1 had been dill a happy kiilg of men. 

Good (fometihtc Queene) prepare thee lienee for ft 
Thinke I am dead, and that eueli heerc thbu takeft ** 
As from my death-bed my lalt liuingleauc. 

In winters tedious nights fit by the fire 
With good old folkes, and letthem tell thee tales 
Of woefull ages long agofe betide, 

And ere thou bid good to quite theirgriefe, 

T ell thou thelamcntable taleof me, 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fencel'eilc brands will finrpathy 
The heauy accent of thy ilioouing tongue, 

And in compaflion weepe the fire out ; 

And fohie will mournc in afhes, fome cole blacke, 
For the depofihg of a rightfull King. 

Enter Norhthuntberlund. 

North . ]Vly Lord, the mind of Bulltngbrooke is changi 
Youiffffftto Pomjrct, notvntothe Tovvcf. 

And Madam, there is order taneforybu. 

With all fwiftfoecd you muft away to France. . 

King. Northumberland) thou ladder wherewithall 
The mounting 'BnlBhgbroeke afeends my throne. 
Thetime fhallnot be bianyhoures of age 
Morethenhis-,ercfoulefinnegathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption, thou flialt thinke, 
Thoughhe decide thcRealme, and giue thcehalfc, 
It fsfSolittle, helping him to all: 

Heffiallthinke, that thou which know ft the way 
To plant vnrightfullKings, will know againc, 
Beeing nerefo little vrgd another way, 

T o plucke him headlong from the v fiirped throne, 
Theloue of wicked men conuerts to fearc. 

That fcare, to hate- afldhate turnes one or both 
To worthy danger anddeferued death. 

North „ My guiltbe on my head, and there an end- 
Take ieaue and part, for you muft part foorthwith. 
Kidg. Doubly diuorc't, (batmen,) you Violate 



A twofold matiage, betwixt my Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Let me vnkilfe the oath betwixt t hee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kilTe t’was made. 

Part vs Northumberland ,1 towards the North} 

Where Ihiuering cold and iickenefte pines theclime: 

My Wife to France, from whence fet footth in pompc. 

She came adorned hither, like fwcete May, 
SentbackclikeHollowmas,or Ihortft of day* 

Quee, And muft we be deuided 1 muft we part? 

* King. I, hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 

Queen. Banifh vs both, andfend the King with me. 

King. T hat were fome loue, but little policie. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither letmegoc. 

King. Sotwo togitherweeping,makeonewoe; 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee here. 

Better farie off then neerc be nearetheneere: 

Goe count thy way w ith fighes, I nline with groanes. 

Queen. So longeft way fihall haue the longeft moanes. 

King. Twifeforone ftep He grone, the way being Hunt, 
And peece the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come, come, in wooing f orrow lets be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefc: 

One kilfe ihall ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, 
Thus giue I mine, and thustake I thy heart. 

Qneen. Giue me my owne againc, twere no good part, 
To take on me to kcepe, andkill thy heart. 

So how I haue mine owne againc, be gone, 

T hat I may (triue to kill it with a groane. 

King. Wemake Woewanton with this fond delay, 
Once more adew, the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt . 

Enter Duke ofTorke and theDuichejfe , 

Qnt, My Lord, you told me yea- would tell the reft, 
When weeping madeyou breake the ftory 
OfourtwoCoofins comming into London. 

Torkc, Where did I leauc? 

Dutc. At that fad flop my Lord, 

I Where 
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Where rude mifgouernd hands from windowes tops, 
T hrew dull and rubbiflt on Km Rtchardthcai. 



Tor he. Then fas I laid) the Duke great Bullingbroo ke, 
Mounted vponahote andfierie deede. 

Which his alpiring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride, God iaue the Bullingbrooke t 
You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old. 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon hisvifage, and that all the Walles, 

With painted imagery had laydatonce, 

Icfu preferuc the welcome Bullingbrooke y 
Whild he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
liefpakethem thus, I thanke you Countrymen 
And thus dill doing, thus he pad along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard , where rides he the whilfti 

Torke. As in a Theaterthe eyes of men. 

After a well graced A<flor leaucs the Stage,. 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt menseyes 
Did fcoule on gentle Richard ) no man cried God fauehiffi 
No ioy fulltongue gaue himhis welcome home. 

But dud was throwne vpon his (acred head} 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he ftiooke off, 

His face dill combating with teares and (miles* 

The badges of his griefs and patience} 

That had not God forfome drong purpofedecld 

The hearts of men, they mud perforce haue melted* 
And Barbariftncit felfe haue pittied him: 
Buthcauenhath ahand in thefe euems, 

T o whofe high will we bovmd our ealme contents* 

T o TSullingbrookg are we (worne fubiefi now* 

Whofe date and honour I for aye allow. 

; Dut, Heere comes my ionne Aumerlc. 



York*. Aumerlc thatwas, 

But that islod,for being Richards frien d.- 
And Madam, you mud call him Rutland now i 
I am in Paliament pledge for his trueth 
And lading fealtie to the new made King, 

Dut. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violetsnow , 
That drew the greene iappe of the new-come fpring. 

Aum. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefe be none as one. 

Torke. Well, bcare you well in this new (pringoftime. 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford? do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
cs4nm. For aught I know (my Lord) they do. 

Torke. You will be there I know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent not Ipurpofe lb. 

Torke. What feale is that that hangs without thy bolbme 
Yea, lookd thou pale ? let me lee the writting. 

Aum. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who fecit, 

I will be latiffied, let mee fee the writting. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confibqucnce, 

Which for fome reafons 1 would not haue lecnc. 

Torke. Which for fome reafons ( fir) Imeanetofec. 
Ifeare,Ifeare. * 

Dut. What Ihould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome band that he is entredinto 
For gay apparrell againd the triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foolej 
Boy,1et me fee the writting. 

Aum. I do befeech you. pardon me, I may not Jhew it« 
Torke. 1 will be farillxed} let me fee it, I fay J 

Tfr fluckes it out ofhis bofome^aud reads k, 
i i ealon,Fouletreafonf villaine,traytor, flaue. 

Dut. What is the matter, my Lord ? * 

• 7orke, Ho, who is within there ? fadtfle my horfc t 

1 * God 
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God for his mercy ! what T rcchery is heere i 
Du. Why, what is it my Lord? 1 

r 'arks. Oiue me my bootes I fay, fadle my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Torke. Peace folilh woman. 

Dutc. 1 will not peace, whatis the matter Aumerle* 

Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muft anfwere. 

Duch T hy life anfwere l 
Torke. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto theKing. 

His man enters with his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle , poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine neiier more come in my light. 

Torke. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpaife of thine owne ? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like to hauc f 
Isnot my teeming date drunkevpwith time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age, 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 

Is be not like thee? is hetiot thine owne? 

Torke. Thou fond madwoman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament , 
And interchangeably fetdovvne their hands. 

To kill the King at Oxford, 

Du. He fliall be none , weele keepe himhecre, 

Then what is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twenty times my fon, 
I would appeach him. 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I hauc done, 
Thou wouldft be more pitiful! : 

But now I knowthy mind, thou doft fofpcft 
T hat I haue beene difloyall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne.; 

Sweets 



Jweete Yorke, fweete husband benotofthat rnind : 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like me or any ofmykinne, 

Andyetllouehmi. 

Torke. Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

Du After Aumerle ; mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fall as Yorke,, 

And neuer will I rife vp from the ground. 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, aw ay, be gone* 
Enter the King with his Nobles* 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vntheiftie fonne l 
Tis full three months lince I didfe him laft ; 

Ifany plague hangouervs,tisheej. 

I would to god my Lords, he might be found v 
Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there. 

For there they fay, he dayly doth frequent. 

With vnreflrained loofe companions, 

Euen fuch ( they fay ) as (land in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch, and robbe our palfengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes on the point of honor to fupport fo dillblute acrew 
H. Per. My Lord, fome two daies fince I faw the Prince 
And told him ofthote triumphs held at Oxford* 

King. Andwhat laid the Gallant? 

Percie. His anfwere was, he would to the ftewes, 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue. 

And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfe theluftieft Challenger. 

KingH. As-ditTolute as defperate, yet through both 
I fee fome fparkles of better hope, which elder ycarea 
May hap'ily bring forth. But who comes heere ? 

Enter (^Aumerle amazed. 

tAum. Where is theKing? (fo wildly? 

£>«g/LWhat meanes our coofm that he ftar<^& look® 
I 3 Aum, 
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The Tragedie 

Awn. God faueyour Grace* I do befecch yourMaicfly 
T o haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues, and leaue vs here alone: 
What is the matter with our Cooiinnow? 

Awn. For euermay my knees grow to t ho earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nleile a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

King. Intended, or committed, was this fault? 
Ifonthefirft, howhainousere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue that I may turnctheKcy, 
T hat no man enter till my talc be done. 

King , Haue thy dclire. 

The T>vke of Yorke knock} at the doore and crj/cih. 

Yorke 4 My Liegebeware,looke to thy felfe, 
Thouhaft a Traitor in thy prefenee there. 

King. ViUainc,ilemaketheefafe. 

Ah. Stay thy reuengefuli handythou haft no caufetofeatt 

Yorke. Open the doore, fecurcfoole, hardy King: 
Shalll for louefpeake treafon to thy face ? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open . 

King. What is the matter vncklCjfpeake, recouer breath 
Tell vs, how neere is danger. 

That we may arme vs to encounter it ? 

Yorke, Ferule this writing here, and thou (halt know, 
The treafon that my haft forbids me fhow. 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife pafo 
I doe repentme, readenotmy name there. 

My heart is not con federate with my hand. 

York}. It was fvillaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe: 

I tore it from the traitors boforoe (King) 

Feare,and nos loue, begets hispenitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pittyprooue 
A ferpent, that wfll ftingthee tothee heart. 

King. O heynous, ftrong,and boldconfpiracid 
O loyall father of a treacherous fonne ! 

Thou fheer e immaculate and bluer Fountaine, 






' Richard tffSeCdtid. 



From whence this ftreame through muddie palTages 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfc; 

Thy ouer flow of good conuerts to bad, . 

And thy aboundant good'neife lhall excufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Yorke. SofliaUmy Vertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he (hall fpend mine honor, with hislhame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their fci aping Eathers Gold : 

Mine honour lilies when his dishonour dies, 
Ormyfhamdelife in his-di (honor lies 
Thou kill! me in his life giuinghim breath. 

The traitor liues, the true man's put to death, 

Dutch, What ho, my Liege for Gods fakelctme in, 

King. What Thrill voye’d luppliant makes this eger cry?; 
Date. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis I, 

Speake with me, pittie me,.open the doore, 

ABegger begs, that neuer begd before. 

King. Ourfcene is altered from a ferious thing,. 
Andncwchangde to the Beggarautbthe King; 

My dangerous Coofin, let your Mother in, 

[know fhe is come, to pray for your foule finne,. 

Yorke. If thou do pardon whefoeuerpray, 

More finces for this forgiuenes, profper may s 
Thisfcftred ioynt cutoff, thcreft reft found,, 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound. 

Dm. Oh King, beleeue not this hard-harted man| 

Loue louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Yorke. Thou franticke woman, what doft tho* make here?; 
Shallthy old dugs once more a traytor reare ? 

Tut. Sweete Yorke be patient* heare me gentle Liege, . 
KingH. Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Notyetlthee befeech. 

For eucr will I walke vpon my knees. 

And neuer fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy * vntillthou bid meioy, 

By pardoningRutland,my tranfgrefTing boy.. 

Am. Ynto my mothers praiers L bend my knee. 










Againft them.bothniy true ioynts bended be, 

111 may It thouchriueif thou graunt any grace. • ’ 

Date, Pleades he in earned ? looke vpon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tcares, his prayers are inieft. 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread- 
Heprayes but faintly, and would bedenide, 

We pray with heart and foulc, and all befide; 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know. 

Our knees Hill kneele till to thegroundthey grow : 

His prayers are full of falfe hypocryfie. 

Ours of true zealeand deepe integritie : 

Our prayers doc out-pray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer ought to hauc. 

Xing. Good Aunt Hand vp. 

E>utc* Nay, doc not fay, Hand vpj 
Say pardon firft,and afterwards Hand vp, 

And ifl were thy nutfethy tongue to teach. 

Pardon Ihould bethefirft word ofthylpcach; 

I neuerlongd to-heard A word tillnow, " 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach the how: 

The word is ihort, but not fo Ihort A? fweetcj 
No word like Pardon for Kings mouth? s fo meete. 
Torke. Speake it in French, King fay, Ear dome tw>]. 
Z>#rc.Doft thou teach pardon? pardon to deftrei/* 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lord] 

That lets the word it feife again ft the word} 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping Freneh we do not vnderftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeakc, fet thy tongue there, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doc pierce, 
Pittie may mooue thee pardon r o rehearle. 

King H. Goo.d Aunt Hand vp. 

Dutch. I d oe not fueto ftand; 

Pardon is all the fute I haue in hand. 

King' I pardon him as God fiiall pardon me. 

Dutc* O happy vantage ofa kneeling knee, ^ 
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Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake itagainc 5 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with all my heart. 

<Dutch. A God on earth thou art. 

King. Butforourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of thatconforted crew, 

Deflruftion ftrait lhall dog them at the heeles, 

Good Vnckle, helpe to order feu erall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefetraitours are. 

They lhall not liue within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

‘Date. Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. Aianet Sir Pierce Exton,&c , 

Exton.Did ft thou not marke the K . what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare? 
Wasitnotfo? 

Man. Thefe were his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not ? 

Mm. He did. 

Exton. And Ipeaking it, he wiftly lookt on me, 

Aswho Ihould lay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorce this terrowr from my heart, 

Meaning the Kingat Pomfret. Come, lets go, 

1 am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone. 

'Rich, I hauc been ftudying howto compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the world: 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heeie is not a creature but my ftlfe, 

I can not do it ,• yet He hammer it out : » . 

My braine lie prooue the female to my foulej 
My toule the father, and theletwo beget 
Ageneratioa of ft. 11-breeding thoughts 5 










And thefe faime thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world ; 

For no thought is contested .• the better fort. 

As thought? of things diuineareintermixt 

With for u pies, and do fet the word is felfe 

Again ft thy word, as thus; Come little ones,& then againe 

ItisashardtocomeasloraCammell ® 

T o thread the fmall pofterne of a fraall needles eye ; 

T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
V nlikelie wonders : how tHefe vaineweake nayles 
May teare a palfage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfclues, 

That they are not the firft ofFortunes llaues. 

Nor ihall not be the laft, like feely beggars} 

Who fitting in theStockes,refnuge their lhame, 

That many haue, and others mult fit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind ofeafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indurdethe like. 

Thus play I in pne Prifon many people. 

And none contented 5 fometimes am I a King, 

T hen T reafons make me wifh my felfe a Begger, 

Andfo I am : then crtifhingPcnurie 
Perfwadesme I was betterwhen a King } 

Then am I aKing againe, and by and by, 

Thinke that I am ynkingd by Bullingbrooket 
And ftraightam nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, norany man, that but man is. 

With nothing, ihall be pleafde, till he be eafde 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare CMufichs^ks. 
Ha, ha, keepc time } how fowre fweete Muficke is 
When Timeis broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens hues : 

And heere hau e I the daintinclTc of care 
To checkc Time broke in difordcred firing? 



7KW* If *T/C~0 IfWWP? ~ 

But for the concord o fmy ft ate and time, 

Had an earc to heare my true time broke t 

I wafted Time, and now doth time waftc met 
I x For now hath time made his numbring clocke ; 
jviy thoughts are minutes, and wjth fighesthey iarre. 

There watches on v nto thine eyes the outward watch. 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre it is, 

Aredamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 
Which is the Bell; fo fighes, and Teares, and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Houres: but my Time 
Runnes polling on in Ballwgbrooks proud ioy, 

While I ftand fooling hecre his iacke ofthe docket 
This Muficke maddes me, let it found-no more. 

For though it hath holp madde men to their wits, 
Inraeitfeemesit will make wife men madde. 

Yet bleffing on his heart that giues it me. 

For t'is a figne of louc : and loue to Richard , 

Isa ftrange brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter a Groomeof the Stable, 

Grnme. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich. Thanks noble Peeret 
Thecheapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and howcommeft thou hither. 

Where no man euercomcs but that fad Doggc, 

That brings me foode to make misfortune liue? 

Groome, Iwas apooreGroomeofthy liable, King, 
When thou were King t who trauelling towards Yoi ke, 
With much adoe ( at length ) hauc gotten ieau e 
To looke vpon rnyfometimes royall nuifters face ; 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets that Coronation day, 

Wbe ’ BuUingbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

Tha* Horfe.that thou fo often haft beftride, 

ThatHorfe, that ! fo carefully haue dreft. 

RodeheonBarbarie, tell me gentle friend, 
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How went he vnder him > 

Grume * So proudlie, as ifhc diftaind the ground 
5^. So proud that Bnllingbrooke was onhisback^ 
That lade hath cate bread from my Roy all hand 
This hand hath made him proud with clappinshk . 
Would he not Rumble? would he not fall dovvne? ’ 
Since pride muft haue a fall, and breakc the necke 
Of that proud man, that didvfurpe his backe? 
Forgiueneife Horfe, why do I rayle on thee ? * 

Since thou created to be awde by man, 

Waft borne to beare,I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet I bearea burthen like an Alfe, 

Spurde, galde, and tyrdeby iauncing 'Bullinobmke \ 
Keeper Fellodr giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 
Rich, If thouloue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Groo. What my tongue dares not,rhat my heart'lkaliik 
Exit G rooms. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord,wiltpleafeyoutofalito?. 

Rich. T aft ofit fir ft, as thou wert wont to do. 
\*m eefcr ' My tord 1 dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from the King, commands the contniy 
Rich, The Dcuill take Henry of Lancafter and thee.; 
i atience is itale, and lam wcarie ofit. 

Keeper. Helpeyheipe^helpej " 1 

%he murderers rnpj m, 

^ 0W now^whatmeancs Death in this rbdeaiMl* 
V illaine thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inltrumentj 
Goq thou and fill another roome in Hell, 

Heere Exton Jtrikes him downe. 

\ J (\ bnrneihneucr-quenchingfirCy 

That naggers thus my perfon : Exton^ thy fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the kings Owneliuid J 
iylountj mount my ioule> thyieate is vp on hie* 

Whilft my grolfe flefh finkes downeward hecre to die. 

Exton. As full of valour, as of Royall blood : 

Both haue J fpild • Oh would the deed were good 1 
lor now the DeuiU that toldmcl did well, 

I ■* ~ S*y# 



tiyes that this deed is chronicled m Hell s 

tL dead King to the liuingKing ile beare, 

jlke hence the reft, & giue them buriall heere, Exit, 

Enter Bnllingbroohc with the Duke of Torke, 
m Kind Vnckle Xorke,thelateft n ewes we heare, 

Is, that the Rebels haue confumed with fire 

Our.towne Ciceter in Glocefterfliire.’ 

But whether they be fane drftaine, we heare not? 

felconaemyLordjwhatisthe newe-SA- f" ; V 1 

Enter Northumberland, 

North,. Eirft/to thy facred ftate wifh I all happinelle j 
The next newes is, 1 haue to London fent , t 

The heads of Oxford, Salisbury, and Kent s : 

The manner of their taking may appeare J ‘ t . . 

At large difeourfed in this paperheere. 

King. We thank e thee gentle Percie for thy paines. 

And to thy worth will adderight worthy gaines. 

Enter Lor dFit-zwaters, 1 V., 

Fits, My Lord, Ibaue from Oxford fentto London^ 

The heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely j ;*' 1 ,J | 

Two oft he dangerousconforted Tray tors, 1 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. : 

King. Thy paines Fitz : fliall notbe forgot, 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot* 

Enter Henrie Rente, 

Per. ThegraundconfpiratorAbbotof Weftminftcr, 
Withcloggeof confcience and fowre melancholia,, 
Hathyeeldcdvp his body totheGraue; 

But here is CW^/liuing, to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride* 

King, forleil, this is your doome, 

Choofe out fomc fccret place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, andwithit ioy thy life, 

So as thouliu’il in peace, die free from ftrife; 
for though mine enemie thouhaft euer been, 

™ghlparkes of Honour in thee haue I ftene,, 
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Extori iritfo the Cvfjin t - 

'rf X t° n '- ^ eat King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried fe*re:hccre<H ah breathlcdclics 
The niighrieffiot thy greateft enemies, 

Rtchardoi Burdeanx, by aie hither brought. 

A E r X T’ \ thanke chee flot, for ,thou hah wrouiA, 

A deede of lla^ght er with thy tat all hand, 5 

Vpon my head, and alhhis famous land. 

£«.« From your owne mouth (my lo.)did 1 this deed 
Kwg. They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon need, 
Nor doc I thee, though I did with him dead; 

J hate the i\iurthereri, loMehimniurthered.* 

Theguilt of coiifcignce take thou for thy labour. 

But neither nay good \vord,norPrincelie fanout : 
W/thC^e go wander through the ibade of night. 

And neuer fliew thy head by day not light. 

Lords, 1 proteft myfotjlc i&full of woe, 

fprincktemetb make m^grow; 
Lome mourne with m&fbrwbati doe lament* 

And puton fullen blacke incontinent; .. 

Be make a voyage tothe Holy land, , . y 

To walh this bl#pd off from my guiltiehand* 

March fadly after, grace my mournings hecre, 
in weeping after tins vntimdy Beere. v . v 
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